
THE 


PASTOR’S FIRE-SIOE, 


NO VLL 


IN rOCR VOLUMES. 


MISS Jy\NEii?QJlTRJi, 


MnMlOit OF OF It'AHF.VV', Rl^NLY'ft APIf01tr«:\f». 

AND 'I HE - 'OJTlSil tniEJS. - .S’ 


\ \\!l1 Contes', the amhitious j'vojc<‘ts whh-h I once lifiT, 
,-.vc •.ita't’vitliin iue. AiVor iiiuhi.’' scro tu.v piuis whU-h A 
ujj'.it iht «n'u+ a iov b(!i)hs 5 an:l a' u Van'ai;, 

ivhat I shnU seek lo " A..miELL. 


VOL. IV. 


LONDON; 

v> 

!MINTr.l> ruH IiriiST, RKES, ORN/;, AN!) SHOWN, 

r.'.rftKNOs'i’RH HOW. 

J'SIT. 





CHAP. I. 

>0ML time claj)sctl before Louis saw 
the Manqiiis iwjaiii*; bi^twhejj, he re-ap- 
()earetl, it \A;iis to a})poin 4 him an inter- 
\ie\v with a iad] 5 *ipf the cc\irt; and this 
osu'ttsible confidant tvas no other tliari 
Her Majesty’s self. 

Santa Cruz’s 1'1‘o-sesentation ot Louis’s 
)-. )iua!ilic honour vvitli regard to Counters 
\hheiin, had excited Isabella’s not less rc^- 
niantietasto lor adventure; and she resolv¬ 
ed to try her personal effect upon him, un¬ 
aided by her,'anl<. While she "was con¬ 
sidering this project, apersbn arrived from 
Vienna, speiiking'evelyi^’hereoftheconfu- 
sion which had takwi place at that ccyirf, 
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from an open declaration, on the part ot 
the Arch-Duchess Maria* Theresa in fa¬ 
vour of Francis P/ince of Lorraine. This 
news, hy verifying one a'lguniont in the 
alleged innoyence of Louis de Montemar, 
gave ? res^iectable colour, in her now mind, 
to tiic really yaiy motive which prompted 
a clandestine reception of the Duke de 
Ripj)crAi’s son. In mentioning’her design 
to his zealous ffiend,*sheJiwited that such 
^jrivacy v'Wis neccwsarjt; gkice the King 
had followed tlK* flight of liipperda, with 
z sentence ^f perp/tual banishment. 
While unknown, she said, she could dis- 
course njore freely to the young Marcpiis, 
onthe*c^cumstances*rjrhis lather’s con- 
dwct; and, by remaining incognita, should 
she chuse the affair to end at that conler- 
ence,*her implied hiterlereuce would es¬ 
cape expectation, cr blame. 

Santa Cruz bow^d to a command that 
promised sg fair, notwithstanding its pro¬ 
fessed doubts as t© tlie iSsue; and, as it 
wasi to be kept a ffl'ofbund secret, he 
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pieviaecl hiniselii and performed his word, 
not tf> discPose her reid quality to the 
object of her condescension. 

While Louis exchanged his prison gar¬ 
ments, for a court dress, the Marquis teUl 
him, he must not ground his* ialher’s de¬ 
fence to the lady he should see, any 
argument of the Queen’s precipitancy in 
politics*. Her Miyesty’s consciousness 
was sulhciJinf. Louis thanked him' l«r 
his caution*.* .'^nd,*no obyection heiyg 
made to' the^ royal si/^net which Santa 
Cruz carried, ‘tiiey pas ed throi'gh-the 
prison ; and, without opposition, entered , 
the carriage at its gates. 

As they drove silently through the* 
•tn'ets, tile Marquis regarded the cotinte* 
nauice of his companion. It was no 
longer pallid and -dejected. His ey’es 
were bent iPownwnrds in thought, but a 
bright colour was On Ips cheek ; and the 
retulgenee (d an inward,* happy anima- 
Won, illumed ^every feature. gan^a 
<'ruz retrained from rema/king *on this 
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change, so favoiwnblc to liiscansc; tlioni;i: 

he did not tiie U;ss wonder how it eoiiKi. 

ha\e taken jilace dyriiig- the sliort inter 

val since liis lirst visit. 

/riU'laet was simple. — From that lioiii, 

ho])C Itad bef'ti his abumlani alimi nt. Vet, 

not aiy imylieil .hope in frail lnnn;fnit\. 

lie had latelv learnt,.to })ut no tibsoliite 

trust in m%rtal jtow.er, nor anv ‘depen- 

dance on man. — He hiul.boen made to 
« , 
knpw, that bfi^uled ftideiMncwtls are'olien 

with tile one, ;md ?nisg'nidin<>'interests in 

the, otjier; btit^ be kned'' in ’-whom he 

trusted! and the exju'cssion of hope in 

,liis counfenanee, partook of the sublime 

, Ronree n hc)i''r' it s])rung'.’- 

’ W*Iien they arrived at Saint Ildeibnso, 

ves}/ers were concluded, and the King 

retired with his confessor. Tiiis circuin- 

stance was what Isabella auticiptited, and 

determined lier to ntime that in'/ur for the 

appointed inter view. A few muiutes afl 

ter Santa Cruz had conducted Louis info 

her pavilion, she ascended the steps. On 
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liearing her foot on tJie pavement, the 
]\lar((uis luKtened to meet her; and, as 
^he stood in the pprtico, and Louis re¬ 
mained in tfic room, lie had an opportu- 
nitv o(’ taking cogniziyice of the Iqdy 
who was to rc])ort his suit* to Jier royal 
mistress. 

She seemed atvont forty; of a low sta- 
line, and slight ligiire ; with a counte¬ 
nance, whtjse.acrtte lineaments, dark com- 
])le\*ion, aV^l rinic!*, penofrating e^ e, an¬ 
nounced alacrity of* intellect, with a'li 
eijual proport’Sn of in' lability mid. vin¬ 
dictiveness of mind. She conversed a 

A 

second w'ith^the Marquis, ;uid jireceded 
him into the«*})avilion. \ie jiresentcjji 
Louis to her, a? the Marquis de Mont* 
mar; and namcil her to him by the' title, 
of Duchess 'I'arrazona. 

Louis lioived ihspectfukS’ ; while she, 

so far fofgot her a^.sunied character, as to 

• * 

take no notice of his ob««isance, thoua-h 
Jier rivetted observation lost not a line of 
,tiis face or dejiortment. , lie i!iised fiis 
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t-yi's troiii (!u‘ slu'ii- tinA look ii.- 

lu^ bow ; l)ni, onriHiiiti'itiio luirp ami 
’.ii\I'SUgatiiiL' '4* be io('ke(5 

‘Jowit auil ia a( aO'.'.i a iei) back, 

with a^’seeooii how.— 

“ Maiapifs,*-'’ Miat >:io, 0.; Saiiia lauz, 
you H'ay atU'iid isutii!- porti;,o.” ‘ 

As she spoke, vrie tuiiicd into a se> 
eluded lenktda ; aiul waxed iter riaiid to 
Laiiis, to tollosv Iier. — ilo oUned, 

For more ’lliau ax ia)ar,,diai)ia i'ru/ 
vvalked to and tro uivder tliolongetoubleco- 
loiinadt; ofthe p;A ilioii, bt*fure llie Qiiecii 
re-ajxpeared on the tlircsliold. Louis re- 
Uiaincd in rbe saloon. kSIio stood apart 
(Several imiiiites. talking' earnestly wilb 
lue Marquis; and then withdrew, unat- 
. tendc'd, across the garden. 

' .Notaworti {)assed bttw’cen •iiiin ami 
.Ids cliargo, imtil they'were out of tiie 
coniines ol' S:. ildefbiiso, and oik'e more 
on tise road to «Madrid. Louis’s e’ounte- 
nance, all ti>is time \Lis meiiitativo :iud 

i * 

troubled : — S^uita Cruz at l;o-t said: --- 
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'• The Duchess iiifQrms me, it siiall 
not 1)0 her* fault, if lour suit be not 
favourably conveyed to the Queen/' 

“ She is Very kind,” replied Louis, 
“ but very extraordinary. — And, did you 
not assure me of her influonccj I would 
rather avoid her interference. She ap- 

• » »• r 

pears too pereftiytory, to bJ a lavourite 
with arbitrary power: and, ihough some 
of her discourse shewed a penetrating 
judgement, ap.d ^.i^’eat vivacity in the'in¬ 
terests 4)f Spain j yeV the rest was fritl- 
ing; and abs*t;idly tore’ gn from our sub¬ 
ject.” 

Santa Cruz w'arned liis young tfiend 
to take thingfhas he found tlrtnn ; and to 
be as respectful to the Duchess, as to tjjfi 
royal presence itself. He then ei\quired 
the particulars of what had passed. 

Louis informed him, tjiat so far froth* 
her Cijuioe seekipg infbrAiation relative 
to the'Duke de Ripperda’s political con¬ 
duct at V'iemla,.she continually inter- 
nipled tlie nafration of those piQcdediMgs,' 
n 4 
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with the strange,st (inestions respecting 
the nature ol’ his intiniacv wth the Km- 
press. — And wlien she hail received as¬ 
surances and proois, that it uas piireh 
confidential; ccmtraetetl in early life; 
and, thongli c’entiiuied, was ever in check 
to the .interests of fspain ; slie repealed 
the stune interrogatories, again and again, 
with all the art and abnijdness of consnni- 
mate suhtelty. At lastf she demanded 
a minute desteiption- of' 'the..•Empress’s 
person, saying with’a smile.— > 

“ Marcpiis, yovr next •■attendance at 
Saint lidefonso may gi\ e you an oppor¬ 
tunity of judging between your Queen, 
and this boasfed Elizabeth (iermany !” 

Should you be admitted to such an au¬ 
dience,” observed Santa (Vuz, with a 
rmde, “yon must not disappoint the ex¬ 
pectations of the Duchc! s, in gi\ ing the 
palm of beauty to her mistress.” 

“ She will be j^iirest to me,” returned 
Louis, “ who turns tlie most gracious . 
ev6 on the truth of my father.” 
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'* JIolil lluil principle,'’ lejojncd his 
irieiul, “■ :ukI 1 will MOt curl) your sin¬ 
cerity.” 

From tliis day,'the aspect of many 
countenances cliangedat Saint lldefbnso. 
Tiic Queen was engagetf in/i e(pief>t con¬ 
ferences with tlie King: and the minis- 
Jers, who seveiaUy uscTi to *inake one ni 
all the; >-oyal consultations, .were totally 
excluded from the^e. J’hilip kej)t a strict 
silegee on^^h’eiv subject ; plough his strd- 
dened physiognomy ^dien eleclared Itow 
they perple.\i*;{| him. 'rtie Queen alone 
woie an inialteri'd mien ; yet the Tynx eye 
oi’ de Pa/ could often discern .susj)icior?« 
in her proi?.;)^, accordanee’a> the Coun¬ 
cil ; and some unknown trnunph, in t.hj^. 
1^mde with which she bowed in deyoted 
del'erenCe to the judgement of her ln*s- 
baud. Wlial wa;} the objiwt of all this,* 
and wliaj wouKl be its end,* were eepially 
subject!:^ of mystery •and of aj)prehen- 
sion to the •iKwfivjseated ministers ; but 
not one of them sus})ccted for a VKAnent, • 


•c o 
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tiiat Uippcnla, whom they hatl exiie(h 
or his soil, whoiii tlicy h..(l immured, 
lield aiiv connc'Kiou wilh the chtuiscinL’ 
scone. 

ill the course oi' a weds after tlic in 


icrVievV in the liavilion, Santa CruK re- 
entcreii the stale jirison of Madrid, with 
the. siirn manual oi’ the Kjito,', for the re¬ 
lease ofthe Marijuis ile Montemar, ajul liis 
servant Lorenzo d’luLino. The ^ounu, 


man was conlinod in a ceil'remote from 
ins'master ; in equaj ignorance with him. 
that tlie same roof covered t.'iimi. Their 

i' * ■ ‘ 

I'c-uhioTl was joyous on the part ol' Louis, 
»lmt I’ull oi’overflowing transport on tin 
side of Lorenzo ; for his gaolers had tor- 
fared liim with reports ot’ his master’s 
deatli; and assured him; that liis own 

4 ' 

iiftprisonment would sliortly he eiuled 
liv the same violent means. 

The governor of the jirison \vas en¬ 
joined to conceal' the release. oi liu. 
Marquis de Montetngjr from the minis- 
iws df^tlie King, untiL Philip himself 
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sliould send permission td’officially an¬ 
nounce it. 

Louis w!is to be adnjitted the t()llowing' 
morning to a private audience of the 
Queen. He was to go as a suj)pljanl; and 
to pass from a dimgeon, ,to his first .presen¬ 
tation at a court, where ftis father had 
taught liim to belie* e, ,he wpuld.one day 
be received as only second to royalty itself! 
— But he thought not of these cir¬ 
cumstances., Me had gained one gFjeat 
object, iif •olrt ainrtig lhe**royal ear; and 
he looked \yith conTideuce to the event 
of tlie iiiler\Jt!w. 

Santa Lruz was not less sanguine; 
;nul, with ^almost parental, pride in tjje 
son of BijipsTda, he con(j.ucted him ^o 
the jialace, and led him into the»chaiTr^ 
her of.^ audience. Her Majesty was 
alone, ami seated in a chair of state.* 
A magnitie’ent dress shos^e through the. 
large l eil she had thrown o\’er her face 
and perso) 

u (• 
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On Louis approacliing her, and on Ins 
being named, bending Ids knee to the 
ground, she rose,, and threw up lier veil. 

“ Marquis de Moutemar,” saiil she, 
with a smile, and extending lier hand ; 
“ the Duchess ^‘U'razona has prevailed, 
and thus T promise my patronage to her 
client i” 

Louis had entered in some agitation, 

and knelt with more at the feet of the 

■ ) 

Soy/ereign, who, he believed,,, held the 
honour and fl.te of his iiither in her 

i I 

hand, lie now recognised the Duchess 

< ® I , 

in the Queen ; and every anxious dpubt 
flying before the glad ^UJ■pl•ize, the sen¬ 
timent of his heart shone out in his 
complexion iind eyes, fihe translated 
'ttds hush of hope, into attribute to her 
yhanr.s; ami graciously, repeated her 

omile when he put her band to Id> Iqis. 

1 > 

“ Who will you serve, de Moutemar,’’ 
said she, “ Elizabeth and Countess Al- 
theini or Isabella, and the Duchess 
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rarnizona? Cliuse freely, for I love not 
lioiulagc.” 

Conscious complacency beamed in her 
looks, as sjjc spok-e. 

“ My duty, and my heart,” replied 
he, “ are alike at Your Majesty’s feet.” 

Jfis heart was in his Voitls and his 
countenance.^ The dovotioji ofdlipperda 
had been reseTvcd and stately ; but in 
the animated answer of his son, there 
was a y(>u1*hfu*l fervour, a chivalri(>.gal- 
iaiitry ; w’luMi, iTeing lier soul’s j)asslon, 
subdued her at once, to his interest. All 
lier j)re-detcnnined caution vajiished be¬ 
fore it. She looked towards Santa Cruz. 

% 

“ Give, de Montemar- your cross, of 
the AinaraTilh,” said sl>4t; “ I will ,re- 
])hicc it to uiorrow. When he* returns 
Ik;"''! Xiil)raltar, lie mav wear it'o])eidv; 
now, ?t must he •Jiearer ttie seat oiTrutlj^ 

Santa‘Cruz* drew fri!>jti his neck the 
j)ur})[e ribbon,’ at. wdiich the brilliant; 
cross wa'i suspended. And buckled it un¬ 
der the \cst of his voting friend. Again 
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Louis kissed ilie liand of the condescen¬ 
ding Isabella; \vhl> continued to regard 
his graceful person with increasing lii- 
vour, while she cominnuicated the result 
of her mediation betwetpi him and the 
King. 

So manj- ballled negociations (or tlu' 
restoratioii of Gibraltar had worn out 
the patience of Philip; dud, as the for¬ 
tress was evidently strengthening itself 
on the S])anish side, he llad'Oi^'dered si¬ 
milar lines of Ihtiinidaiion *t(f *be con¬ 
structed at San Iloqdie. Bi/t this did 
not awe the English, wlios’e sovereign 
seemed on the eve of a quarrel with the 
new ministers of Spain ; and iherehne, 
Isajrella seized yhe occasion'‘t'o represent 
tdliVer husband, the danger of allow ing 
tire British cabinet the incalculable'1'. 
ht^ht of Rii)perda’s discoveries and’eouV.- 
s?*s. In pursul/ice of these arguments, 
.she gradually gained her object with the 
King ; and now iitformed Louis that she 
had obtained the royal command lor him 
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to go direct to Gibraltar, ’tt) lay bel’oje 
Ripperda all that was* alledged against 
him, to offer him a fair and open trial, or a 
general ainnesty ; • and which-evcr he 
would ])refer, should follow his election. 
The trial was what Lf'uis demanded. 

“ Grant my lather th'at,”* said he, 
and we ask no ufore.” 

“ Bring liini* Ifom Gibraltar,” re¬ 
lumed the Queeji, “ and nothing shah 
be withlK^di tliat can gratify the houou- 
rable amlhliofi of *108 sour’ 

She *then» told hifn, that as it was ne¬ 
cessary to keep these preliminafies irom 
the knowledge of the ministry, he must 
neither visit tlie British. Ambassail<jr, 
nor the Val'del Uzetia, vor even ali(^w 
his name, nor his errand to be knovvT/7 

. I 

'ir.,\i"he should have obtained the* object 
ol^'liis mission. 

“ When you return, it^vil! be with a 
com})t]niou,” addecl she, “ to whom, 
ineanw hiiv. 1. pledge my restored con- 
lidence.” 
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Siie and disappoarod. Loui.*; 

looked OTate/'ulIv afior lier. TJie Mar- 
quis would not trouble the hopes of’ his 
heart, by warning biin that all this re- 
A'ered goodness aj’ose from the dreams of 
vanity; and that both lather and son 
must prcser\ e its illusions, if they Avould 
continue i)i the -favour she so largely 
promised. 

Louis gave bis arm to bis friend ; and 
with beads too full of busy tliiugbts, to 
give them immediate litterauce, they re¬ 
paired in silence to Santa ,Cruz’s resi¬ 
dence iutMadrid. 

A lew hours eom])leted every })re])a- 
ra^ion lor I.ouis’s journey to,/Gibraltar; 
ai,\d the ne.xti morning, by day-break, 
aCeoiUjainied bv the faithful Ivorenzo, he 
set forth on his momentous pilgrima' -" 
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CHAP. II. 

lIoijE Jjaving drawn him from sad me¬ 
ditations, as he«rapitlly "pursued fils way 
towards the soutli of Spain^ he could 
not but o])ey tlie,vt)ice of nature, which 
called on ^liiu fr«m valley and fro^i 
mountain, to. behold^her vast and woii- 
derous creatit’m^s. 

The royal j)rovince of Castik', tra¬ 
versed by rivers, and populous with ci¬ 
ties, condiiited him to the, extensi\c 
plains of La Hlancha. IleVe the palla» 
ih;^)«nalaces nolth of the Guadiana* and 
aN l.| with glowing vistas, were e^- 
changed yor heay v and sombre hamlets 
spread under the shade of’^iick groves. 

t 

and dark with the clusters of the black, 
grape. But in nrcjiitecture alone, these 
villages were gloomy and iminvitinc;. j[t 
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vvus the season of the vintage, and tlic 
whole scene teeined witli Idc and gaiety. 

Louis })asscd through it, enioying with the 

» 

sympathy of benevolence, the hapjhness 
he saw. ,ln front lay a mountainous 
desart. Here he exchanged his vehicle 
for two stout mules used to the preci¬ 
pitous road; and with Lorenzo, entered 
the new region. 

They were now in the Sierra Morena, 
which separates La, Mancha from the 
Hesperian vales of 4ndalu8ia. The passes 
of the mountain were ^ong, winding, 
and melancholy j but the moment he 
crossed its high misty ridge, Louis felt 
a dirterence in the atmospluTe, amazing 
and grateful 'in its contrast, as the lux¬ 
uriant landscape before him, whef o?% 
■posed to the j'rowning sterility b>‘I.' 'Ui, 

' “ That is Andalusia'” excl: imed Lo¬ 

renzo, pointiiig uown to tlu' fairest pied- 
nionl of Spain. Louis knew there was 
not a rill or a hillock in ihat amj)le pro¬ 
vince, vyhich did not once owe tribute 
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!,u his family; he also knew how tliey 
had been lust; and Avijh mingled feel¬ 
ings, he turned to the ‘careless voice of 
Lorenzo, rentarking on the beauties of' 
the view. 

On one side, towards Uie east, ex- 
tendped the pastoral hills of Jaen, backed 
by the snowy •summits of Tlhe distant 
Sierra • Nevada of Grenadiv; the last 
retreat of the Moors, before their final 
expidsion jrogi Syain. i,,ouis thoiigfit 
on the .lattCT circiv^istance, as tliAsc 
storied mountains stood bright in the 
glowing sky. He recollected, that amongst 
these persecuted peoj)le, was Don Fer-* 
dinand de ’Vajor, one of hi» own prd- 
genitors; and that his attaMunent to th^, 
dsh cause had occasioned the first 
seiiiit^w^lation of the Kipperda tenitoi’ies 
to the Sjpupsh Isings. lle^did not utter 
his reflections; but deepi^^' luminating, 
gave the leins to lift mule, and slowl\ 

, descended'the lieights. 

With this humble eipiipagc, a;id»bv ila . 
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side of a single attendant, he entered 
the ])rincipa]ity of his fathers. Over 
those very hills and vallies, Avherc the 
heroes of his name had con'diictcd armies 
to assist or to repel the sovereigns of 
S])ain, he was journeying to seek the 
representative of all their honoun,, an 
exiled fugitive in a foreign land ! — But 
AVilliam do* Ripperda was not less worthy 
of their blood ! And the-last of tlicir race, 
did not blush at thf b.anis-hmcnf of a 
parent, whose crini-.‘s were iiis virtues. 

“ My noble, gloriou.v>- father I” ex¬ 
claimed he, inwardly, as he looked u])- 
• wards; that look conveyed his vow to 
heaven. To think only of "that father; 
fo exult only in his virtue; to mourn 
only his affliction ; and to rega.r*_ 
w'oal or woe, as the only futnr^ dymets 
“ of his own. 

When he d^rossed the Gnadahjuivir, 

Lorenzo checked his mule. 

) 

“ From tliis spot, to the banks of the, 
■ Trailsaid he, “ a track of many 
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leagues, is the Marquisat§ of Montemar. 
The castle stands on a hi^li promontory, 

far to the west, on the latter river. I 

• 

never shall forget the joy of the country, 
when the Duke de Ripperda .paid it a 
visit, on his return from Viemia.’’ 

LoMis looked on the silver flood, on 

• • 

each side of the’njoble bridge*they were 
crossing. He, then, was ioxl of that 
magnificent Guadalquivir! 
saw *bore hi* name ; thP 
])cople who tilled thegn, owed him h6- 
mage; and he *vas j)assing througli all, 
a stranger, and unknown ! 

He descended from the bridge into 
a sinuous tracl<,.»bctween long plantations* 
of olives; under whose refreshing foliage* 
vines, and the waving corn, .were 
altoj.v-Ateiy sj>readmg their clusters, or 
their yelhjw.tops k) the suiv .Here again, 
were the reaper, and the jo5'ous treaders 

of the ^'ine-press. He listened to their 

. . ... .• 

jocund voices; their guitars, castanets, 
and bounding steps; and he cauM ntit 


branch of tl^e ^ 
The lands he 
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forbear thinking, with some emotion of 
displeasure ; how little did' the memory 
of him live in their hearts, whose paternal 
policies had secured to them the fruits 
of their labour! As long as they were 
ha})py, , it «eemed the same to them, 
whether their benefactor were on a 
throne or in a prison !, 

But it 'e/as human nature, cdhsisteni 
with itself^ which forgets the, Providence 
that blesses, cn the erjoyment of his'gifts. 
The friend of maR must, therefore, imi¬ 
tate his Creator; and pouring his good 
on those who need it, the just and the 
unjust, look for gratitude in the world 
to come. ' 

The travellers again occupied a wheeled 
carriage, and pursued their journ^vl 
raj)idity. In some parts they trav;-‘rsed 
'extensive feyrests, sublime in sylvan gran- 
deur; then they wound through the 
shady defiles of intersecting hills, or 
passed through towns anti villages, whoso 
light un/l airy architecture bore eviden< v 
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of Moresco origin; all ground was a fair 
garden. Bi>t there was bound; a wall 
of mountains rose before them, shooting 
up into the llzure heavens, in sharp and 
menacing peaks. * 

Here they resumed their mules. ’ The 
first •part of the ascent was graduaj •, and 
as Louis mounted the rugged acclivities, 
(sometimes on foot, to scale*the highest 
[)oints, wh^le^ his Least rested he saw, 
winding along,the*iess abi«pt tracks, tifie 
shepherds of* the plains, driving tlfeir 
flocks to the necesses of the upland pas¬ 
tures. Tlic practice is the same’in Scot¬ 
land ; and the similitude pleased one,* 
who had pajj>ed some ofjfls happiest 
hours amongst the Highland hills. 

Jv.jL.it the image of him, who was then 
his,,dear and triKsted companion, rose witli^ 
the rempmbrano»e. He him bound-* 
ing down the bceczy height; his plaid 
streaming in the air*; and his feathered 
bonnet in Iiis hand, as he whistled gaily, 
and waved him from afar. 
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Louis closed,his eyes, to shut out the 

association with*the scene j but it m'ouIiI 

« 

not do. The glad smile of perfect con¬ 
fidence still shone on the visionary lip; 
the eyes of the persecuting phantom con¬ 
tinued to sparkle witlt, greeting inteiJi- 
gence; and even his voice seeinevl to 
sound in his ear! — Louis shuddered to 
the soul, and spurring his mule, 'dashed 
forward amongst beetling rocks and ca- 
v^’rned ruins.'They hiid once!)een a mag¬ 
nificent work of man. An ajqueduct, 
built b}' the Romans; and its remains 
clasped the mouth of the })ass which leads 
to the interior of the mountains. Hence 
it was called the Fuciia Je Honda; as 
^hese were the peaks of that name, which 
stretch their stony rami)arts between^tfifi 
])lAins of Andalusia and the borders^ of 
the sea. ll'e Sierra de dlonda ',;ur})asses 
in desolate grandeur, even the sublime 
wastes of the Morena mountain's. No 
vegitation crowned these vast colossal 
roc'ks i 'brre to the sun and tempest, they 
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looked like the Iiuge altar of nature, to 
which avenging .love bou'od the consum¬ 
ing, but still immortal Prometheus. All 
around was either acclivity or precipice ; 
and from between two high pyramidal 
craggs, Louis cauglit his hVst view of 
the Mediterranean. 

A small fishing-.town was scattered 
id)out a little ba\ at the foot of the moun- 
tain. Loreit^o^ jneposed hiring a vessgj 
)here,"to take tjienf*immeffetely rouncf 
to Gibraltar; and In's master readily ac¬ 
quiesced in a plan which would exempt 
him from the obstacles that might accrue, 
shoulci he enter the fortress by the Spa- , 
nish lines. Lowfls was to remam in the 

mountain, to watch the mules, and Lo- 

* 

reiha> aeseend by a near l'oot-})ath he had 
discovered cut in the precipice, to the* 
sea shore, i Ik'fore* they pa?t td, a spot 
a as fixed on amongst the rocks, as a 
place of reiide/vous. 

•When Lorenzo wak gone, Louis bound 
file animals to the remains of ah old* 
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wooden cross, which liad been erected 
to mark a })Iacc of’ murder,; and putting- 
down their corn before them, o)i a spot 
where gjass would never grow; lie as¬ 
cended a higher promontory, to see whe¬ 
ther he ccvild di.sccrn any part of ilie 
embattled heiglits of Gibraltar. But the 
lofty crest, he sought ^was not within tlie 
mountainous horizon. Broken, })inna- 
cles of granite, shatferpd by the deluge ; 
and fathomiyss abysms,^, llyit made the 
eye giddy even ,to glance af, hemmed 
him around. As he c,oiitemplated the 
hideous solitude, voices suddenly sounded 
near him. It was not his intention to 
listen, buf befiore he could move, he heard 
, the,name of his lather, pronounced in a 
rough, guttural tone. lie paused breat]^ 
‘Icssly. The speakers wore invisible ; 
and the lasct.who sj)ok.p, couti(|Uied affirm¬ 
ing to the other, tjiat “ the Duke de 
I{i])])Oi’da was .still as able as he was 
willing, to reward- ail who did him 
•serv'icf.” 
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“ Prove it to me,” replied his com¬ 
rade, “ and jjou shall find me ready.” 

“ Look at this purse*of ducats!” re¬ 
plied tiie othen’, “ h(5 will load your fe¬ 
lucca with hags ofthe same, if you carry 
the merchandize he barmiins lor !” * 

V ]ow sliclviug clift) and some broken 
rock, divided L«uis Trofn llu? speakers. 
Me saw,the dark j)oints of they’ Montero 
caps, under the t^agg; and vaulting 
fiom .his more elcv.ated situation, sto6*<4 
heJbre them. » Tliey .were two strong- 
hodied men, * \\'ith fierce, independent 
countenances; and starting on theh' feet, 
they also stood resolutely, and eyed the 
no less coifim^tyiding, though, youthful' 
figure, which so boldly jfclvanced to 
thj 2 m.‘ 

Ix)uis saw by tlieir wild garb they 
were smuggiers, yxnd of tjn,* Gustanos 
tribe, the gypsies of Spain. Lorenzo had 
pointed out some of these people to him 
jji the Sierfa Moiena; and ex))iai)ied 
their daring lives, with their oytkiwed 
2 
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condition. Some carried on tlieir des¬ 
perate traffic on llie high se;i,s> and oUkts, 
in wandering bands, vended t’.ieir ibrbid- 
den merchandize over the fiice of tlie 
country. But they a!i called tliemseU es 
Scranos ; be,ing the generic name tor the 
inhabitants of’ these fastnesses of nai^ure ; 
and as sucii Louis addressed them. 

“ Brave Seranos!” cried he, as he 
approacheil them; “ you si)cak of the 
Duke de Ryj]>t'ida,,,,'as if ^ ou had- seen 
him lately. 1 am .seeking* iiim. and any 
facility you may give me, shall not be 
unrewarded.” 

The men looked on each other; but 
the clder*^ of the two, striking the. head 
of a huge hatchet into his belt, to shew 
he was in a condition not to be trified 
M'ith ; answered Loui.s, by demanding in 
his turn, luyw.he knew ■•that they had any 
concern with the Duke de Bipperda. 

“ By accident. I stood by my mule, 
on the other side of the ’clitf, and heard 
you discourse of the Duke, as if’ you 
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had recently parted frona him. Was it 
at Gibraltar?*’ 

“ No.” 

“ Where, tfien ?” 

“ If you are an emissary of his ene¬ 
mies,” replied the smuggler,* “ you had 
best feturn to your ii?ule. I am not the 
man to betray a friend.” 

The blunt honoyr of the ofttlaw bore 
its own evidicnjce to Louis; and without 
a sccdncl thought, h<? answefbd: — 

“ I am his gon.” 

“ It may be'soj” replied thq man, 
but you are also a courtier; and flesh 
and blood of that cast are rarely to be^ 
trusted. If y eib dare fkee^. tire truth, ^ 
fol!o\v me. You will find a man beliind 
tii’at rock, who may tell you what I will 
not.” 

“ Who.might T see there*’” 

“ One that knows whether the Duke 
eie Ripperda^has^a son.” 

“ His name ?” demanded Louis, who 
observed a strange, treacherous* leer in 
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the Avilil coiir.tcnance of the otlies 
man. " 

“ Martini cl’Urbino.” returned his 
comrade. 

Isolds did not hesitate ; “ I fbllou 
you.” 

Tlie smuggler, led the way, down a cir¬ 
cuitous ravine, to the mouth of a cavern. 
Several mules were feeding near its en¬ 
trance. Louis heard the soi nd of bois¬ 
terous jollit/‘, and as he advanced, he 
discerned, in the elcpth of the cave, many 
persons seated on the ground, under the 
light of a huge iron lamp that hung from 
the roof. 

, Had he wished to recede, retreat would 
have been impossible. But all thoughts 
of personal hazard were lost in the on‘e 
eager desire of learning s-oine certain 
tidings of has father. '' 'Die' sinugglers’ 
communications to each othei-, being 
uttered when they wore ignorant of being 
overheard, ami, theieforc, vheu they 
could have no intention to deceive, bail 
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awakened doubts in him of Ripperda 
having reached Gibraltar. Perhaps he 
had been overtaken by Ins enemies; and 
was now secretly managing wath tlicse 
adventurous men, to etlect his escape 
ifom some second Alcazar iu the liosom 
of tlie mountains! The minister’s si- 
lence to Santa • ^’ruz, *or even to the 
Queenj* on such a rc-captu»e, was no 
argument ^gainst its probability ; and 
impressed .witji tjiiese ;ippreiiei!isinri^, 
Louis hurried onward, impatient to see 
Martini, and to learn how he mighi yet 
reach his father. 


At the mouth of the cavern h.e stopped. 
His guitles (b^*w close tojitm. They 
saw no sign of intimidation* in his .face: 
and the ibrmer spokesman stepping for- 
vvaid, announced, to his comrades the 
arrival ol,'a. stranger, wh(\cflllcd himself 
the son of the Duke de Ripperda. Every 

man I'Osc at a moment, and with a mur- 

• 0 • 

*mur, ami a clangor of heavy arms against 
die rocky floor, that might havc*afyj)alI'Pd 
(' 4 
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more veteran nerves. Louis compre¬ 
hended his danger. His cyp had ranged 
at a glance tlirough the crowd, and he 
saw no Martini. Tie recoiled a step, and 
placing his hand on his sword, said in a 
firm \ oice: — 

“ (rcnilcincn! I am here, on the %th 
of iluu man. lie brought me to meet 
Martini d’Urbino, my father’s servant; 
and I demand to see him.” 

, j t' 

The smuggler put his hand upon the 
arm of Louis. 

“ Signor, you have a stent heart. From 
Uiat alone, J believe you to be what you 
say. Enter the cavern, and you will 
hml the man.” 

Tlie smuggler turned, and said some¬ 
thing in an unknown language to his 
comrades. Louis regarded him with a 
dauntless, bid stern brov; for while he 
spoke, the men dunv gradually around, 
though at some little distance, muttering 
to each other, and ti.xing their eyes on 
thur pi is oner. Such Louis believed him- 
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self to be. The only point that was open 
for Ills advance was into the cave. All 
seemed vacancy there*, excepting the 
pendent lamp, which shewed the frag¬ 
ments of the yet unfinished revel. 

“ Can my father be reduced to Teague 
with men like these ?” 

It was frenz}» to suppose if and if it 
were not so, Louis himself, were lost. 
He iiad gone too. far to retreat; and with 
a step, whjcli anntyinced J^^he resoluti’dii 
With which sie would defend his life, 
should it be* assailed, lie went forward 
into the den. 

The captain of the band Ibllowed him.. 
He passed ly<n, and was immediately 
obscured in the deej)er gloom of the in¬ 
terior rock. Louis saw no human being 
in the wide range, though many might' 
be hidden jn tin* shadowy depths of its * 
iiulhev excavatious. He fixed himself 

with, his back against the side ol’ the 

• ^ . • 

,cavern; mid wfth»his luuul on his sword. 


c o 
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stecltastly regarded the spot wliere the 
smuggler disapjtgared. 

liis comrades remained without, and 
evidently watched any egress unsanc¬ 
tioned by their chief. 

Louis heard the advance of hasty 
steps from the interior vaults. He plan¬ 
ted hiinselfmore firmlv 'in his position, 
and half drew his weapon. The -smug¬ 
gler emerged from the recesses wdth 
another persons Jmd yt the instant of his 
appearance, pointed to Louis, and said 
to his companion : — o 

“ Do you know that cavalier ?" 

‘ Tiie twain were in the deepest shadow 
of th(‘ rock ; lienee Louis-,could not dis- 
linguish, otherwise than by the voice, 
which of the two were his conductor. 
Btit himself being on a spot where the 
' light fell direct on his'- face, the imme¬ 
diate response to the demand of the 
smuggler, was an .amazed cry : — 

It is the Marquis de Monteniar 


0 
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’Tis well!” rejoined "tlie outlaw, 

‘ else lie ipust have sjept without his 
ancestors.” 

The voice •of hiiif who had recognised 
Louis, was imleed Martini’s j and that 
faitfld servant was the next moment at 
the I'eet oh his master’s son. 

The smugglct joifieth Jiis comraldes on 
the rcick j and Louis immediately en- 
quiretl the fkte^df Ins father. To his 

astonishment^ Martini intbrmed him that 

• • • 

more than tiio months ago, that ver)- 
man had cdn^eyed the Duke to the 
coast of Barbary. 

“ Had he been reiiised admission into 
(Jibraltar ?'* 

“ No ; he liad never soi^lit it.’’ 

What was his object in going to 
Barbary ?” 

To this, Marjuii gave a yonilised and. 
unsatislaetory reply. All that Louis 
could gather from his? agitated and some¬ 
times eontradfctgry accounts, was, that 
after their escape Ifom the, Alcazar.. 
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and during their progress towards the 
sea, his master never emerged from an 
intense reverie, except to give orders ; 
and then he only delivered his commands, 
and strait was profoundly silent again. 
It was not until' they reached the borders 
of the Mediterranean, that the object of 
his meditation seemed explained. While 
Martini was foddering down his weary 
mules, Ripperda ente/ed the shed, ac¬ 
companied by lloderigo the smuggler. 
In few words, he declared,his intention 
to embark that night for Tangier; and 
asked Martini whether he chose to share 
his fortunes in that land, or to return 
whence he came. Martini swore to live 
and die with him; and the next sun rose 
upon Ripperda in the kingdom of the 
Moors. 

This intelligence confounded Louis ; 
it was so contrary to his father’s written 
intention, and so totally inexplicable on 
any principle of his |bi'»ner conduct. 

, While Martini gave his hurried narration, 
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lie did it with evident fear ofsaying too 
much; and yet he apjieared hovering 
on the point of saying more. Louis told 
him, there was something in his manner 
that excited his suspicions. He feared 
he withlield some communication, which, 
as the son of the Duke de flipperda, he 
ought to know. ^ Martini’s con fusion en- 
creased with the Earnest remonstrance of 

t • 

his young master f and, at last lie con¬ 
fessed, that the* ^uke was engaged'-in 
some projects^ \he consequences of which 
he dreaded, 'but he was bound by oath 
not to betray. 

“ His Excellency,” continued he, 
“ has laid 'the same bonds on Rodrigo.; 
who, with otlier men of Vis trade, ar« 
sworn to serve him. My present drratid 
to Spain, was to bring away certain trea. 
sures he left at the Castle de Monteraar., 
They ar6 now on the baclcs of tiie luules 
you saw feeding without; aiul, by lo. 
morrow night,t:ht^ will Sc in Barbary.” 

Louis was lost in conjecture. 
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“ Are you sure, Martini, niy fiillier 
received no insfilting repulse from Gi¬ 
braltar ?” 

“ 1 am sure, lie never made any aji- 
plieatioii there.” 

“ It is very extraordinary ! — But you 
dare not'satisfy me. 1 will know it all 
from Irifnself; and, whatever may be his 
reasons, his destiny shall be mine.” 

JMartini now acknowledged to Louis, 
tlirtt liipperda’s indignation was so liigh 
against him, there could not be a hope 
of his admitting him to his firesence. 

“ Every day, my Lord,” continued the 
faithful creature, “ he names you in his 

I 

general maledictions on the 'ungrateful 
world; he lutmes you in terms, that I 
have dften tleprecated from you on my 
knees j and, as often he has commanded 
.me from his sight, till , I knew how’ to 
distinguish between loyalty and parri¬ 
cide.” 

“ But I do no‘i deserve his Curse, Mar¬ 
tini.” replied Louis, “ and" 1 will appeal 
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before him. He shall not want a com- 
ibrter, and an,honourable confidant, while 
he has a son. You must engage this 
llodrigo, to give m’e a passage in his 
vessel.” 

Martini went out of the cavern to* pre¬ 
vail <311 the smuggler to this purpose, and 
Louis was left to his bewiklering thoughts. 
That he saw the usually festiv;e sjiirits of 
the Italian so cpifipletely subdued, re- 

douhJed th*e ‘uneaBiness with which he 

• • • 

consitlercd tin* vow that had been exacted 
from him anti .the smugglers. Louis’s 
open and honourable mind shrunk 1‘rora 
such ill-assorted mvsterv: till finding 
some con dein tuition of his fatjier in this 
rejiugnancc, he reproached himself to.* 
haviiig conceived the nameless dread he 
felt creeping over him. He recalled lp'«> 
injured parent’ii undeviatii^g career of. 
public virtue ; he^ dwelt on the magnan¬ 
imous features of his character; and 
, »'ould fimr no* argument in either, to 
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sanction liis present inexpressible fore¬ 
bodings. 

“ Yet why,” cried he, “ docs he take 
refuge with infidels-; why,, associate his 
honourable name with these desperate 
men ?” 

After he had settled with Rodrigo the 
terms* of Jiis voyage te the opposite 
coast; he and Martini repaired to the 
rock he had appointed to Lorenzo for 
their mutual rendezvpus. Lorenzo was 
sitting by the mules, anxiously awaiting 
the appearance of his maSier, when he 
descried him on the heights with his 
companion. It was now deep twiligiit; 
Lut the light was sufficient' when the 
latter drew wear, for Lorenzo to l ecog- 
nise Ifis brother ; and the lively pleasure 
of their meeting, was only checked by 
recollection of the calamitous situation 
of their res})cc'ti\ e lords. 

Lorenzo infbrinec! his master, he could 
not procure a bdat to go reuiid to GibraU 
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'. ar; the strait being too mucli infested 
with Barbary*pirates, for •small vessels to 
put to sea. Martini sigbed heavily, at 
this information. Louis attributed it, to 
apprehension for the treasure he had to 
convey, and made a remark to that 'pur¬ 
pose.* 

“ No,” replied the Italian, *“ Rodrigo 
carries *a safe conduct; nevertheless, I 
am Catholic^ enougli, to wisli every cor¬ 
sair at the bottcyn of*the sea*!” 

A few tninutes communicated to Lo- 
renzo, that his master’s voyage was now 
to be to Barbary, where the Duke de 
Ripperda was already arrived. The 
iaithful scrvan1;«’egarded all phfees alike, 
to which he was to follow his Lord ; and, 
having received his orders, lie went apart 
wdth Martini, to djiscuss, with ffeedonr, 
the subjepts. most interesting to them 
both. 

The night was balmy ayd serene j and 
Louis kept his ’station in the open air. 
After their conference, the brothcts’dreiv 
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near, and slept by Ins side; bnt he 
watched and niHsed, and silently j)raycd 
to Him who was above the stars. The 
moon arose. As he contemplated that 
lovely planet ; considering: it as walking 
in beauty and loneliness, like the youth¬ 
ful saint who had urged iiiin to persist in 
the virtue that was .iiis jn inciple, he 
could, almost, I'.ave bowed to the liright 
similitude. But, wlian he recollected 
£iiat, by the w'gue light of this very moon, 
the secret depredator cfejit from his 
covert; and each deed that shuns the ken 
of man, steals upon his slumbers, he 
shuddered ; and turning from its beams, 
—beheld "'the long shadow of a figure 
“approaching'him. It was Rodrigo from 
the beach beneath. He came to say, 
tl'.at Ins men were onboard, the packages 
stowed, and aU were ready to sail. 

In the course of half an hour Louis 
found himself on board an out-huv’s ves¬ 
sel, with the crescent of'iVlahoiumed fly¬ 
ing ffon. the mast. This, w'as the “ safe 
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contluct” Martini spoke pf; and was svtf, 
iifient to pr(Jteet him frftm the corsairs. 
Their light galliots sciidtlcd by in every 
direction, atid* Iiailed the smuggler as he 
j)assed j llodrigo stood on .the deck 
with a turban on his head, replying, 
thrortgh a trumpet, in the barbarous slang 
of rapine. 

The ‘dark blue sea, innocent of the 
guiltv keels, which shot across its bosom, 
heaved its refiegtin^*waves wnder the bril¬ 
liant orbs of *a midnight African sky. 
Ail was tranquil; all in harmony with' 
the first fiat of its creator; excepting 
the breast of rapacious man; excepting 
the heart of afceanxious son,, iliminating* 
on conjectures, hopes, antf fears.. He* 
leaned on the railing of the deck, in a 
more wretched s^ite of mind, than Ire 
(;ould hav;e believed jiossilde* to be his, 
when ajiproaching.the goal of his many 
prayers; (he presence ^of his father. 

•There was soinetliing within him, that 
would not be satisfied with his»)A’esewt 
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companions; witli liis fatlier having nuuu* 
siicli men his tonlidenlial agents; and, 
in the midst of his troubled thoughts, he 
often murmured to liimself— 

“ Oh, \yliy did he ily!” 

The nighj. continued bright, and the 
wind fair; and, liaving smoothly passed 
Europa point, the littlg Vessel tinned into 
the strait ^between the lar-lanied' pillars 
of Hercules, — Calpe and Abyla. Louis 
^azed on boU); on Ute fpitified heights 
of the one, on the barren cliflfe of the 
6ther. He thought on Gerizim and 
Ebal. — On one, rests the blessing; on 
, the other, the curse! “ Chuse ye, be¬ 
tween them 
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THEniext (lay, being, a religi()us lost of 
die Moors, it \v5,s. midnight before the 
eliristian crew Ihouglit it sate to draw to¬ 
wards the ^shjores They tlien ran dicir 
bark into an (\bf*cnrc«creek, about a league 
Ifoin the kiwn'of Tangier. A dull flame, 
which gleamed dli tlic summit of tlic rock, 
as if feeding on its surracc, was the ma¬ 
riner’s gui(3,i^ througli the intricate navi¬ 
gation. The tliffs were high and close; 
therefore ail was black darkness, except¬ 
ing where this j)hos})horic beacon opened 
its wandering tires, 

A deat) sHeuct^was maintained, during 
tiic lAorking of die little ship into its 
place ot' refuge ; and, until its bulg- 
•ing sides grateil against the point of land¬ 
ing, did Louis receive any intimatmn bl 
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their being near the place ol‘ disembark¬ 
ation. Martini' pressed his arm, and 
whispered — 

“ We must now go on shore ; hut con¬ 
tinue silen,t, till we reach the llamhra.” 

Jlo.irigo ami the Italian jumped fiotu 
the head ot‘ the vessel, n})on tlie iand. 
Louis followed his conductor; leaving 
Lorenzo imt he sliij). Lor nearly an hour, 
the cautious tread of their footsteps was 
.ill that distiuiied thi^' profound stilkiess. 
Tiiey passed many low, flaLrooJ,’ed dwel¬ 
lings, whose iahabitunU were shut in 
from even the light of the stars, perform¬ 
ing the lust rites of their solemn least. 
Such glootn^ was in ineinaiy of the sha- 
^lowa^ which *envelo])ed their projihet in 
his flight Ifom ])crsecution; and to in¬ 
vade it by noise or ^ intrusion, w'ould 
have been dgemed sa«rilegn; and the 
blood of the transgres,sor must have ex¬ 
piated his oflence. 

After their almost*uilbreathing pas¬ 
sage akiiig this populous ro’ad, tliey struck 
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into an avenue of date ti’Qes, and stopped 
before a budding of more spacious di¬ 
mensions. Martini ^turned a key in a 
small arched door, and gently opening it, 
they all passed thn)iigh a sliort ]>a\x'd 
arcade, into a court oj)en tlje sky, 
and dimly lighted under its })illared.aisles 
at the sides, witlf :^ur painted lam])s. A 
fouiitais in the cenire was dist-overed by 
the transien^t spavkliug of its waters a.s 
they dashed iptp a biarble h<ison below. 

Here silenCe was broken; and Ma)- 
lini told Louis, ‘that although his father 
was under that roof, he durst not intro- 
iluce him immediately to his presence, 
in (he I)uke’s»«j)resent exasj^^efated state, 
of mind, such an abrupt entrance ivight 
destroy at once, every object of the in- 
ierview; and thcii^'fbre he conjureil him, 
to wait pntil Ifis LxcelltNUCy were at 
least apprised of bis arrival. 

Louis had no resource, but to remain 
whcj e he was. lie had too much de~ 
pcndance on the honesty and dil>d’etidn 
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of Martini, to iJoubt his prudence in this 
precaution. li" the gloom" around him 
were great, that in his mind was of a 
deeper shade. Ho was alone j for the 
smuggler I'ad followed Martini. An hour 
elapsed in this irksome solitude. He 
listoii'vl for tlic sound of a voice, or an 
approacliing stop; bift the silence con¬ 
tinued unh'roken. His suspense ‘hecame 
intolcrahlc ; composure was no longer in 
his power tO assume. He jiaced the 
mosaic door, with every agitating copjcc- 
itire ; envying even the feelings of antici¬ 
pated murder, with which he awaited the 
Hr‘t mysterious interxiew in the loneh 
.chateau oV Phadenherg.At last, the 
Italian and Rodrigo appeared at the ex- 
trcmll) of tlie court. The smuggler 
finned away through dark colonnade; 
"d Martini advanced fo LouiS; wliohad 
iaiii'd towards him. 

“ J'ollow’ me Signor; my Lord con- 
■lOnts tsj see you.” 

‘r was a cold welcome; but Louis 
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thought not of the words, since the per¬ 
mission wasgranted. Hehastcned tiirough 
the arcades, to a large curtained door.—■ 
Martini drew it back,* and Louis beheld 
the honoured objedt of his long and filial 
pilgrimage. Tlie Duke was standing with 
his bapk to him, reading a scroll of paper. 
Xothing that was jiot purely tin* son,*was 
iJieii in ]iis labouring heart; ayd lie was 
■iilvancimi' 1o throw himself at his father’s 

^ . . r 

feet, \ylicn Maihmi s^ioke:—■ 

“ My Lovd’j’The Marfjius de Mon¬ 
o-mar.” 

Ripperda turned hisliead. 

Let liiiu wait my leisniv," and, look¬ 
ing on the pane" again, sternly^resumed 
jhis reading, 

Loilis stood. — The face of deadly p?ile. 
ness, tlie eye’s livid tlasli, and the deep,^ 
emaciated line=. fun’owed with every trace 
of the hunting volcano withhi, filled him 
with a dismay, cve*n more terrible than 
the fierce estraniicraent this reception an* 
VOL. iv. D 
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nounced. But it M’as only for a moment 
that his astounded faculties were transfixed 
by the direful apprehension. He was his 
father still; his noble, injured, suftering 
father! and, rushing forward, he flung 
himself on his knees before him, and 
covered his face in his robe; for the 
hand lie would have grasped was with¬ 
held. , 

’ t 

Ripperda’s breast was locked. — 

' What is if you requiiobf me?” said 
he, “ The minion of two Queens must 
have some reason for bciiding thus low, 
to tho man the one has dishonoured, and 
the other betrayed I ” 

Louis, looked up in that implacable 
countenance: He atterhpted to speak, 
but' no sound obeyed. He struggled 
for his father’s hand, and wrung it 
to his heart. Rippi'rda stood cold and 
collected. 

« What would you yet seek of me ? I 
have no longer fame, no” rich«s, no: 
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power to bestow. Theje were your 
idols! Deny k not! They were my own! 
I found their food ashes. But the draught 
that turned my blood to poison, was the 
desertion of my Son.” 

“ Hear me, ray father! at last burst 
from .the lips of de Montemar, as he 
clung around thnt^ august, blit torpid 
Irame. .No warmth glowed there, but 
the gloomy flame of vengeance; no re¬ 
sponsive throe^ wltjipered, there, that' 
sympathy^and* forgiveness were within. 
The very stillness with which he suffered, 
without returning or reproving this ago¬ 
nized embrace, smote his son the more 
seve.’cly to tlje soul. Yet he thought 
he saw more resentment, tlian the ob¬ 
ject of his lately conceived apprehen¬ 
sion, in the stern calmness of his 
father ; and hopiug to prevail by reason, 
where reason yet reigned, in a less agitated 
voice, he repeated. 

“ Hear mb, and then condemn me! or 
believe me, anS acquit me, befetf ith» 
D g 
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tribunal of He^iven and your own justicel'* 
Ripperda, tlie suiuf unmoved air, 
replied: 

« 

“ Speak what you hftvc to say ; J 
M'ill attend.” 

Ile^ pouited to a sofa, for Louis lo 
sit. He obeyed ; and Ins father cat o]»- 
posito to"him, folded in his mantle. His 
eyes wen.- bent to the ffooj-, except wlien 
he occasionally turneM theni in deep sus- 
’ picion upon the egvnest jiarrator. NqI 
one oral remark escapee, him, till the 
communication was brought to an end. 
He {'hen looked u]), and slowly j)ro- 
nounced : 

“ Tis '.veil j and the ta.!j' i^^ marv ellously 

told : But *1 have no connection w'ith its 
$ 

truth, or fiilsehood.” 

' “ Yes, my father ! ” returned Louis, 

“ It contains your justification ; the ac¬ 
quittal of your son j and the atonement 
of your repentaiu sovereigns!” 

“ My justification’s here : ” exclaimed 
.the .D’lke, proudly striking his breast. 
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Aiid starting from his SQat. “And for 
atonement! Heaven and* Earth cannot 
atone for my injuries. Tell your Queen, 
that William fie Ripperda was not born 
to quail to aiiy man ; nor, to hold his 
honours, by flattery to a woman. I^sefved 
tlu' cvountry of my ancestors for its own 
sake ; neither in Itomage to her,'nor to the 
King. I devoted myself to the prosperity 
and peace of the world. But they re¬ 
jected j)eace: ^ AntJ, they „shall find a* 
sword! All have sp(|rned me! I am 
thrust out from ..Europe. And, when I 
ha\ e found a land of refuge, tlu*y would 
ensnare me to return! And, 1 will return! 
Return with ^.desolation and- death!' 
Foi Christendom, ungratefui Christen¬ 
dom, has sinned beyond my wish to par- 
don.” 

“ How am I tp comprehend you, my 
father?” 

“ You cannot comprdhend me. I would 
j|iot be conlpre-liended by a Spaniard! 
You were once my son. And, y<Jti„l^vp 
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satisfied me, yjou meant to be loyal to 
me : But you cknnot serve two masters.” 

“ What maker would oppose my 
serving my father? If you mean the 
King of, Spain, your own inexpugnable 
honour wo^ild not raise an arm against 
hifflj and he will not, cannot, peexent 
me dedicating my lile t» you ! ” 

My honour, Louis! C7/m/w//, Knight < 
have honour! The* King of Spain has 
honour ; hisaninist^rs, and those of Ans* 
tria have a tligusand honours! But 
where were they all v'hen my inc.rpug^ 
nable” honour was calumniated and be¬ 
trayed? Where, when the man the}' 
durst not bring to an opop trial, was com¬ 
mitted to tile dungeons of the Inquisition, 
to be silently, and securely, murdered? ” 
• Louis acknowledged the justice of his 
father’s indignation against the ministr\ 
of Spain; yet enforced the Queen’s per 
suasions for his return ; and dwell on tlu 

f 

glorious result of the. public trial she hajl 
-abtoi’ntely promised him; and hi'< own 
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ccrnsequent satisfaction in» pronouncing a 
general forgiveness on ’the misguided 
people, who w^ere still the objects of his 
paternal love. * ^ 

Ripperda walked the room during this 
discourse; and when it endad, gave no 
other»reply to its arguments, than^pro* 
nouncing a brief ^ijd solemn curse upon 
the whoJie land. Louis shuddered, as he 
gazed on the working brow of that still 
noble* countenance?*and with a self-con- 
uJl, tl. jt^ surprised even himself, com- 
iui. uc(;d a new train of persuasions, to 
SI cc his father to resume his* first 
intention of passing over to Gibraltar, 
lie laid before him the advantages of' 
si cking an asylum in England 5 where 
lie miglit live with honour in the bo- 
'i>in of his family ^ and under the proi 
icriion of a .Government constituted to 
iwere his virtues. 

“ But here,” said he* “ what can your 
41 ee spirit ex'pect in* a land of slaves ?” 

Ripperda drew near him. That aioifit^ 
rl 4 
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( • 

on which the i^raccs once played, W'as difi- 
torted by a smile of siidi triumphant 

malice, that liis son recoiled. 

* 

“In the name of God, my,father! 
what is it,you intend^ ” 

“ I ^will tell you Louis ; ” returned he, 
“ when 1 hear you repeat your oath to 
adhere to your fat hey against Earth and 
Heaven. - Grapple with me, m?^ son, in 

this overthrow of our oppressors; and the 

« 

name of Ripperda s.hall redeem itself! ” 
The eyes of Ripperda shot terrific fires 
as he spoke ; and Loifis, direfully con¬ 
vinced of his fears, answered with assumed 
cahnness :— 

“ All that the law's of-lLarth and Hea¬ 
ven^ and lily own devoted heart, dictate 
as duty to my father, I. am ready to 
perform. To follow'you whitliersoever 
vou go ; to ,abitle with 3 011, even in this 
worse than wilderness, if it be your 
decisive will i ” 

t, 

Ripperda walked several times up and 
•’the apartment. Several times he 
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glanced suspiciously towards his son; 
and stoppcd.opposite to him, as if he 
w'ere going to speak ; then turned away, 
and resumed, his ptrturbcd pace. A 
consuming impatience inflamed every 
feature ; and, once or twice, he took* out 
fiis watch, and looking at it, muttered to 
liimsclf. — At las^ ubruptl}' drawin^Tiear 
his son, lie snatched the cross of the 
Amaranth from his breast, and scornfully^ 
exclaimed; - 

“ If you votild belong to me, for¬ 
swear all (ft vv!'#ich this is the emblem.” 

Louis was dumb. —The Duke reswraed 
with wild solemnity. 

“ One niglit in the Alcazar,—when 
my gaolers had left me no Either light 
than my injuries, — I bethought me who 
raised those w-alls!—In the black dark- 

4 

ness of my prison, i saw a host, — they 
who fell in • thb passes of' Grenada ! And 
ti’om that hour, the smd of Abeii Hu- 
meya passed into my breask Yon is my 
(^isign !” 
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He pointed ip a crescent, on a standard 
in a far corner of the room, Louis still 
gazed on him without speaking ; but the 
apprehension in his mind was in liis 
looks. 

“ Do nqt mistake me,” rejoined the 
Duke, “ my injuries have not made me 
mad ; biit they have, driven me to a 
desperation that will prove you to the 
heart. Are you now' willing to go, where 
' 1 shall go; ^o lodge,^where i shall lodge? 
Shall my God, be your God ? And my 
enemies, your enemies ? ’ Or, am I cast 
out, like Ismael, to find my revenge on 
them who mock me — alone?” 

Louis»had now subdued the effect of 
his fears, and rallied himself to argue 
again with his father, as man with man. 
Ale could not penetrate the whole of the 
threats he had heard; yet his rapid 
arguments embraced every possible pro¬ 
ject of revenge. The Duke listened to 
him with stoical apathy„ But when the 
^njfjjrgif.tic pleader dwelt-oh the heinous- 
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ness of coalescing with Jhe enemies of 
the Christian faith, in any scheme of 
vengeance against its pYofessors, Rip- 
perda interrupted him with a withering 
laugh. 

“ Wliat, if I make theijr faitli’ my 
own ?” 

“ Impossible!’.’ cfied Loui?;, “’’you 

• 

whose life has been a transcript oi your 
faith ; noble and trhe ! It is not in you, 
my father, *to' desort a r^igion whos 4 * 
founder was .perfectly holy, just, and 
merciful; to ’embrace the creed of an 
impostor I One whose life was polluted 
with every vice ; and whose blasphemous 
iloctrines sanctioned oppression, and pri-* 
vileged murder! Oh, my father, it is 
not in you to become the very tiling 
that excites your vengeance.” 

As I .ouis contigued a still more earn¬ 
est appeal to his understanding and 
his conscience, Ripperda suddenly stop¬ 
ped before him., 

* “You may-spare your argiynefatj, 

.D 6 
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De Montemar 1 know all you would 
say j but it is roy choice to, be a Mussul¬ 
man.” 

His son’s tongue clove to.,the roof of his 
mouth j but he fbretid himself to say : 

Your choice to abjure the religion you 
believe ? I'o cast from you your God, 
and your redemption ?”, 

“ It is, my choice to be revenged !’* 
cried the Duke, gloomily striking his 
' Sword ; “ we will .talk -of redemption 
hereatler.” 

“ Oil my^ father, it may then be too 
late :*• 

“ My sold on the kssue 1” returned he, 
' with a second horrible smile 5 “ you are 
brat e and«^dariug, and will not shrink 
from the adventure. You will buckle 
.youi life t(> your tiither’s in the desperate 
leap 

He graspC' ..s son’s arm as he spoke, 
and looked in ftis face with a fierce reso¬ 
lution, which menaced some terrible 
^judggneut on the reply he seemed to 
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anticipate. A low monotonous cadence 
of many voices, chanting a few dismal 
notes in regular rise an cl fall, broke the 
awful pause. ‘Ripperda dropped the arm 
he held, and calmly said ; 

“ Tliey come! In anotlier hoifr, I . 
sWll.be scaled an enemy of Cliristen- 
dom.” 

Loui^ coinpreliended all that was in¬ 
tended. 

“ Ry the ("Savioiuf^ you oytrage in the* 
dreadful intend!” cried he, “ 1 demand 
of you not to incur the deep perdition ! 
By the honour and renown you so tidily 
possess, I conjure you not to consign all 
at once to suep universal infamy! By 
the memory of ray mother, iiow in the 
lieaven from which you would seal your 
everlasting banishment, — I implore you 
to remember thaj’you are a Christian! 
That you arc the Duke de Ripperda! 
That you are my fathej.” 

With the <ast .words, Loflis sunk on his 
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knees, and forcibly added: “ my life and 
your salvation' hangs on this dreadful 
hour V* 

I 

All the passions of his' nature were 
now in arms in the breast of Ripperda. 
The boiling flood rushed to his brain, 
and pressed upon the nerve that shook 
the seat of reason. He looked askance 
upon liis . on w’ith a horrible expression 
in his eyes. It spoke of suspicion, of 
scorn, even o^' hate. ' 

“ l)e Montemar!” cried he “ what 
would ye yet with one who reads you as 
you are ? What dare } oii ex])ecl fi’om a 
father, who sees the desertion )’ou medi¬ 
tate? I'will not be trifled Mith; for I 
cannot be 'deceived. Be with me or 
against me ! alMussulman, or an enemy i 
For in this hour I forswear ail connection 
with the Christian wanld; all honour to 

the name of-.” 

But ere he could pronoutice the fatal 
abjuration, an awful cry f'l'oni his son 
^rnested the concluding* words. It was 
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the cry of a pleading ang^l, at the bar of 
Eternal Judgment. With its piercing, 
beseeching appeal, he stretched forth his 
arms to Heaven, supf)licating its mercy 
to defend his father from himself. At 
this juncture, the door opened, and Mar¬ 
tini announced tlie arrival of the sacred 
deputation. The Duke snaSched* his 
hand from the gra*sp of his so^i; Louis 
seized his robe. 

“ Never \?ill I leave you,” cried hei* 
till you consfiit to quit these enemies 
of your honoui* and of your soul!” 

“ Release me, on the peril of'your 
life !” returned his father, with a despe¬ 
ration equal to his own; but, with a* 
something added to it, that inatle Mar¬ 
tini draw a few steps nearer to the 'de¬ 
fenceless Marquis. — Ripperda’s fingers 
wandered over the^liilt of a poniard that 
was in his girdle.— 

“ Could my blood eKpiate the offence 
of Spain, a»d yot polluW my father’s 
’ 9 
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hand,” cried Louis, “ I would sav, take 

, ^ J * 

the life you ga'T.—Oh, at^any sacrilice, 
hut that of soul and spirit, leave this 
.iccursed land ! — If your freedom be 
pledged fo these baibarians, give them 
niyyeuth and vigour in exchange.— Let 
Hinn urink my blood. — Let them, co\er 
me wiih i)isults and oppression! — Only, 
do you {ly; — Hy, my lather, and save 
me from \ eiling my "yes in the dreadful 
day of Judgement I” 

Ripperda did not ansn^’r ; for his pos¬ 
sessed mind heard not what was said. — 
He continued gazing on his son, with a 
terrible fixture of eye, while he only ap¬ 
peared to listen ; and in the moment the 
sounds ceaiycd, he burst iiivo a tremendous 
laugh; and attemjited, by a force, al¬ 
most preternatural to break from his 
clinging arms. But the filial heart was 
stronger than the madness of revenge. 
Louis grasped hi§ knees, exclaiming, in 
the agony of his spirit — ^ 
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Oh, God, be my advocate!” 

At that mdhient a clenched hand fell 
on his forehead with the weight of death. 
Louis felt no nlore, for the blow was in 
his soul. His nerveless fingerg relaxed 
their hold; — hS fell prostrate ; — and 
Rippei’da rushed from the apartment. 
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'chap. 

When Louis awoke, tb recollection, lie 
found hilnself lying on a mat, on a stone 
floor, and in a dark apartment. A strange 
mingling of<-heavy <^ountJ^ murmured in 
his ear, as, with a confused s<^se of suf¬ 
fering and of misery, he strove to recall 
past events. Such shades are of speedy 
conjuration. Where he was, he could 
not gudss.; but he so'jn remembered 
where he ‘last knew consciousness: he 
too well remembered the last scene which 
'liad met his eyes. Almost believing him¬ 
self in someiMoorish dungeon, he turned 
his languid frame, in the resignation of 
utter hopelessness. His hand touched a 
human face. He rnise\l himself on hjs 
‘/»’'!n/‘and found some one extended on 
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the bare ground, near him, and, by the 
hard breathing, in a profdiind sleep. 

“ Some unhappy wretch, like myself!” 
murmured he, and fell back upon his bed. 
Whether he slumbered, or mused, he 
knew not j but he continued, to lie in a 
quiet,, dreamy consciousness of irremedi- 
ble misery. 

A sound creaked in the darkness. 

He turned towards* it and saw a door 

« • 

opened at the extremity of the apartment 
by a shadowy %ure, which put its hand 
in for something that hung against the 
wall, and then withdrew. A faint light 
glimmered from under the now open por- 
tai. For some ijunutes, he could discern 
nothing distinctly ; but the ligift suddenly 
became vivid, and he had a clear, though 
transitory view of the adjoining chamber.* 
It seemed vaulted ^ and a nupiber of men 
and women were ijeated on the floor, 
round a heap of buriflng logs. Some 
spoked segai’s; •others spoke in whis¬ 
pers; some chanted low and dirg*Ji\^ 
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tunes j while the rest silently applied 
to their flaggons, or fed‘the fire with 
broken boughs. A high wind raged 
without; which, making its way through 
the ill-contrivcd fastenings of this rugged 
abode, blew the ashes and live embers 
over the wild group. Some had dropped 
asleep, and lay in various attitudes, with 
their hcmls on their knees, or leaning 
against the nearest sfibstancc for a pillow. 
The women, whose figures Vere Ipige as 
their male companions, ^were apparently 
more robust, for they efid not seem to 
need the same restorer of nature. When 
all the men were crouched down on their 
rocky bed, these beldames drew closely 
around the fire; and bending over it, as 
if brooding incantation, conversed with 
«each other in low, grumbling tones. At 
last, they, too, succes*sively dozed ov^er the 
dying eml)ers, till the whole was involved 
in total silence. * The fire went perfectly 
out ; and J^ouis’ over-strained nerves 
^ simk into a kind of night-mare repose.- 
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About dawn lie was aroused by a stir 
in the next chamber. The noise bad 
the same effect upqn his companion, 
who awoke witli a <j|eep sigh. The per¬ 
son rose, and, leaving the vault, shut 
the door. All now was darkness^ and 
tile lumbering bustle.without, inijigliug 
with tlie voices of men and women, gradu¬ 
ally augmented to uproar j till, sinking by 
the same grjvliitions, every sound ceased, 
and tlfe whole became* profoiftnlly still. 

Jt was iiiditfej-cnt to Louis what passed', 
liinmlt, or silence ; whether he were still 
ill the world, or committed to a living 
grave, lie was not himself; lor the 
shock he had «ajceived had tevered his 
lira in ; and he lay, as if the horrible piyit, 
and the inexplicable present, were only 
parts of the same irksome dream. His* 
eyes were closed, In this carelessness of 
observation, when a»ray gleamed through 
their lids. He opened tfiem^instinctively, 
••jfid saw the whit*e light of day streaming 
through the open door, and Lorafir*:’" 
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bending over liim. His torpid faculties 
aroused themselves at sight of the well- 
known countenance; and the faitldul 
servant as gladly made a response, which 
answered th,e demand of where they 
were^ thoi'gh he could hardly speak for 
joyj at seeing his master restored from 
the stupor, which had- immediately fol¬ 
lowed his recovery from the i^woon in 
which Martini had coijnmitted him to his* 
arms in the, feluccf*. 

Lorenzo related, that, without a word 
of explanation, his brother had ordered 
him to accompany the Marquis immedi¬ 
ately back to the opposite coast; and 
that, though Rodrigo’s ^vessel could not 
so instantly return, a comrade’s boat was 
soon obtained, which landed them both 
at the place of their former embark¬ 
ation. The smugglers advised, and 
assisted him, to carry his insensible 
charge up the mountain, to take a safe 
repose in the cavern. There, they found 
wives waiting to receive them. But 
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5 these women seemed to hav^ noting 
of the sex but tjie name. Tliey saw 
tlic pale, and scarcely breathing form of 
the Marquis de A^ontemar, carried by 
them into the interior 'den, without a 


’ glance of pity. He was a Grandee! one 
of those, whose family had held rule iii 
Spain; and, some day, he might be^s* 
I ready as any of them, to' drag to execu¬ 
tion the very men wlio>now gave him 
shelter! This pass’ed in the minds of these 
women, as they jokfefl on the great ladies 
who might th6n be weeping the unex¬ 
plained absence of the handsome Cava» 
lier ; and they exulted in the idea, that 
not one female hand of the disdaiped 
gipsey tribe, would condescend to sjnooth 
the pillow, or bestow a look, on the ob- 
ject of so many courtly sighs. 

As Lorenzo had marked these women, 
and their haughty rejection of th’eir hus¬ 
bands’ orders, to admimstef to the com¬ 
fort of their guest; he feared their more 
activS malice; and was not a little re- 
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joiced wiien their whole train parted in 
the mori’iing on tliek various trafficks, 
and he was left alone to convey his master 
from the cavern in tire best way he could. 
Finding him restored to sensibility and 
speecla, he did not venture to ask him the 
cause of his so terrible fiance ; for Mar¬ 
tini had warned, him, neither to make 
such enquiries himself; nor to satisfy tin 
curiosity of pcrious in Sjiain, by recount¬ 
ing any part o^.the incidents in the Sierra 
de Honda, nor hinting at his transitoiy 
visit to the opposite 'coast. 

Louis listened, with a very lew obser 
vations, to all that Lorenzo said. As tlu 
fresh and balmy ^ air' of the mornine 
breatijed into the cavern, his frame be¬ 
came braced; and, though still bewildered 
in his thoughts, he rose; and walking 
out into the deil before the cave, dis- 
patched his companion to procure mulCs, 
for re-crossitig the mountains. The ani¬ 
mals were soon on the rock: and, wdth 
an aimless mind, he commenced his re* 
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luni to Madrid. A film ^as over every 
faculty, as he meGhanically pursued his 
journey. Lorenzo watched anxiously th® 
rayless fixture of hi? eye, which turned to 
no object, nor his ear to aily sound, 
during their rapid posting tfirough the 
champaign country. . But all haste 
was vain to check t'he fire that was prey¬ 
ing on hfs master's ^;ein8; or to arrive at 
Madrid, whare. alhne he could expect 
1 elief dr comforts 

[n the^Val tCs Penas Louis became too 
ill to proceed -, and, happily, the alarming 
symptoms seized him in sight of a monas¬ 
tery. Lorenzo, left him in the carriage, 
and went fbrwapS alone to solicjt the hos¬ 
pitality of the Brotherhood. They weretis 
eager to bestow, as he to ask, the bene-, 
volen'^ required ; and Louis soon found 
assistance under their charitable roofl 

For three long \vee|ks, he lingered 
between suflgring and the .grave. His 
fever was on the* nerves, and attemied 
with delirium, and every other prognos- 

VOf?. IV. V 



74 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDK, 


tic of a speedy termination of In's days. 
Lorenzo shared the constant vigilance of 
the good Fathers, in watching by his side; 
and at the coininencpineilt of the fourth 
week, the'delirium left him. His present 
recovery to recollection was not like that 
in the cave, dim and distressing. He 
spoke witli so much strength of voice, 
and clearness of perception, that his 
. affectionate attendant was, transported 
with hope; but the f.riest who considered 
it as a last gleam from the'departing soul, 
(which oflen sheds its brightest beam on 
the earth it leaves f'or ever,) bade the l.up- 
py Lorenzo wait without for a lewminutes, 
while he discoursed, as became his faith, 
wi:h the restored Marquis. 

When he found himself obeyed, and 
that he was alone \pith his patient he 
cautiously apprised hitii of his approaching 
dissolution ; and then as piously extiorted 
him to dedicate the sane hour which had 
been granted to him, in making his peac.e 
*^ith God. 



THE FAt>T01{.;S FJRE-SlDE. 75 

“ I have one act to pefform,” said he, 
“ before I ani called into the presence 
of tny only father.^ Give me writing 
materials.” 

The monk laid paper b3fore him^ but 
held the pen in his own hand*. 

" Dictate, and I will write ._y hat, I 
trust will bring pbfUJe to your soul.” 

“ No^” replied Louis, “ my own hand 
alone must /ecord what is on my soul. 
And mo eye, Lioren«o,”—he looked for 
that faithful Servant, and finding him 
absent, requested the monk to call liini in. 
“ He must be a witness, w ith you Father, 
that the probably altered characters tue 
mine.” 

Lorenzo was summoned,’ and tjie 
monk briefly told him the cause. He 
was transfixed, till the gentle vojce of his 
master addressed him. 

“ Lorenzo,” said he, ^“your fidelity to 
me has been more that of a brother than 
of a servant. I ttusfc you with the charge 
of my last testament, for 1 know ydis^if’’ 
E 2 
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execute it, as if my eye were then looking 
upon you.” 

Lorenzo did not speak, but put to his 
lips the trembling hand that took the pen 
from the friar.. 

Louis passed an hour in writing. Both 
witnegse^ sat at a distance ; Lorenzo, with 
his face bent down on his knees ; and the 
priest, marvelling within himself at the 
fomness with which the dying Marquis 
pursued his tusk. Mis eyes receded not 
once from the paper, nor did his fingers 
relax, while, with determined truth, he 
related all that had passed in the Hambra 
between him and his fatheryet in the 
dreadful confession, he pleaded his almost, 
beh’gf, that calamity had disordered the 
senses of his unhappy parent. On these 
grounds, he implored the Marquis Santa 
Cruz, (to whom the paper was addres¬ 
sed,) not only to conceal this tale of 
shame from every hostile eye ; but by the 
friendship he once felt for both father 
Wu'^n, and by his vows of Christian 
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liarity, to leave no means unexerted to 
rc-oall RipjJerda from hft apostacy. 

If I deceive myself^” continued this 
pious son, “.in believing the existence of 
that mental derangement, •which would 
once have been my most fetirfiil depreca¬ 
tion, but since this direful crime is now 
my i’ervcnt iiope, many woulcTtell me I 
must despair of his salvation. *. My trust 
is in an iiigher judgement. In him who 
blessed me with su^h zeal ^^s your’s, to be 
his minister to my erring parent ; in him 
who promises*pardon to tlie penitent; and 
to whom all that seems impossible toman, 
is as already (lone. 

“ 111 this tiiith I shall lay tlown mv 
head m the grave, with jAirleet conti- 
dence that a way is open by which the 
iinhaj)py abjurcr of his Saviour’s name,' 
may yet be received to m,ercy. In the 
world to come, I may hope to embrace 
my father, reconcileci to his God and 
washed froTn every .worldly stain ! Mean- 
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while, in this my last act, 1 recommend 
him to your sacred exhortadons : — To 
the prayers of my saint-like uncle of 
Lindisfarnc.” 

Here Louis paused, and a tear fell u])on 
the paper. »It was the first that had 
moistened the burning surface of his eye, 
since the calamity whieh hud stretched 
him on tiiat bed of death. It piingled 
with the ink in writing the dear and 
honoured name. — IJ’c resijmed. 

“ This paper must paiss from your 
hands, my revered friend, to his. Let 
those kindred eyes alone share the con¬ 
fidence of this sad narrative. Let him 
know that his nephew, the child of his 
nurture, dies hapj>y ! Ha])py in the hope 
that is, and tliat whicli is to come.’’ 

' As he added an awful farew'cll to liis 
beloved aunt and comsins,, a crowd of 
tender recollections thronged upon his 
soul. He hastily* addressed the packet 
to the Marquis Santa Cru£ Besides^ 
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this comprehensive letici*, he wrote the 
tew brief litiL's whic!. conrpriscd liis will; 
and the mouk and Lorenzo having signed 
it, a seal was* affixed to its cover. The 
abbot was sutiimoned to dispatph the one 
to Madrid: and Lorenzo ueceivedT the 

other, to con\'ey to Lindisfarne, when 

• * * 

bis beloved master should be no more. 

This/luty done, Louis sunk Exhausted 
on his pillow. But*the cord on his heart 
was taken off.. ^ Th<wbenign»image of his 

earliest friend,* like the vision of a minis- 

* • 

tering angel, had unloosed it j and a holy 
dew seemed })oured upon the desart of 
his soul. As he laid himself back on the 
bed whence lti» ex])ected neve* to rise* 
again, he thought ol'the onlyliand which 
he wished could have given him the last 
bread of life; the only hand he could have 
wished mighj. have closed his eyes, when 
temporal lite was tied. He w’ept at the 
distance which sej)aratkl him from that 
fatliei* of his niCT'a! Jjeing ; he wept, that 
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iiemustbreatlicil)is last sigli on a strat)gci 
bosom. But bis spirit \\*qs resigned ; 
and, as his tears ceased to How, he gentK 
it'll asleep. 



( ) 


CHAP. V. 

During the confinement of Louis In tlie 
monastery of VaJ do Penas; a«d tv'hile 
the Marquis Santa *Criiz, and the Queen 
of Spain, wore alik.e wondering at no in¬ 
telligence having'arrivedfrom liim since* 
his departure irhni JJ^adrid; news of va¬ 
rious kinds cre»ited as various perplexities 
in tlie cabinet of tlie King. 

Two Spanish galleons had been taken 
by a fleet of Barbary corsairs- The < 
.•oasts of the Mediterranean ivere filled 
with pirates of cvery-sized vessel, nfa- 
iKEUvred with a courage and a skill that, 
baffled every art to avoitl them ; and 
while this extraordinary accession to 
the Barbary marine arose on the sea 
like an exhalation, ^a Modr, under the 
name of Aben Ilumeya, as sudtkely 
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made his appeal’arice in Morocco, carry¬ 
ing all before liim in the fidd and in the 
state. He possessed the confidence of 
Abdallali, without a rival; and, after 
having discomfited that monarch's rebel¬ 
lious , kinsman Muley Haniet, was ad¬ 
vancing at the head of his victorious 
army to redeem to the Einpeior the 
possession of Ceuta :—the (libraltar of 
the S}.aniards on tlie Ali ican shore. 

Hostiiitiei: were rR this time hanging 
in the balance between (beat Britain 
and Spain, on account of Gibraltar j a’ld 
to awe the replit's ot the Britannic mi¬ 
nister to its demanded restitution, an 
army of twenty-five thoiicnndmeii, (which 
\Ye]’e on their march to Italy to efilect a 
similar object on the duchies of Parma 
and i’iacerAia,) were ore; red to fall back, 
and make, .iemen.traticns towards the 
British fbi tr* ss. Part of tins army w'ere 
in Valcntia ; and tui a second courier 
arriving from Ceuta with iiiiolligence 
Llttl Aben Humeya had concluded a 
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treat}' ilcfeiisive and offensive between 
tlie Moorislf Emjieror, *aud the other 
Barbary Powers, King Philip saw the ne¬ 
cessity of detaching one division at least 
to the protection of his African domi- 
niotis. He appointed Santa,Cruz jLo the 
cominaiul; but on sotne strange incon- 
sistent and pervc* se arguments of his mi- 
nistors, ^wiien tlie Martpiis appttared for 
!)is last directions^ Ills Majesty informed 
him, .that a ihousantj men \uere siifiicient 
to raise the s^>ge. If more were neces¬ 
sary, they should be sent ; but too for¬ 
midable a body at tirst, would onW in¬ 
crease difficulties, by raising the conse- 
ipieiue of a,Jiarbarian cIncP in the' 
e}es ol' (Jhristiau Europe, ISanta Cniz 
saw that the jealousy of the ministers 
against liimselfi was the origin of this 
damp on the first vigon'ini pioposal of 
the King; but tlcterminod to do his 
own dun at least, li6 acquiesced, and 
withdrew from the. royal presence. He 
made a rapid journey to Val del LzeeV 
• ’e () 
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where he ibun(| his son just arrived froai 
Italy; and gi«ving him oriJers to hold 
himselt' in readiness to accompany any 
second detachment to Ceuta, he took 

f 

a parental Jarewell df his family, and 
returned to Madrid. In the sa?no even¬ 
ing that he alighted at his own hotel 
he received the packet from Louis de 
Montemar, and had k long and distress¬ 
ing conversation with the friar, who 
• brought it. ' ' 

i f ^ * 

Tlie contents of the fetter filled him 
with astonishment and trouble.’ lie had 
no fjced of further investigation, to con¬ 
clude who was tlie Aben Humeya, who 
, was put.l.ing so new and menacing a face 
on every thing in Harbaiy ; and consi¬ 
dering tiiat circumstances demanded the 
uiscjosure to the Queen, he hastened to 
the palace. A private audience was im¬ 
mediately granted, and the' letter of the 
dying son of the dost Rij)perda confided 
to Her Majesty. 

Is^ibella read it with indignation. Kip- 
4 „ 
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pcrda’s treasures had then' spread tlie 
Spanish seas with deprctlators ; his do- 
raination had concentrated the states of 
Barbarj into one interest; his resentment 
had turned their whole force against the 
power of Spain ! *She had but one policy; 
to wrest tliis mighty Son of Vengeance 
from his ])as.sion and his influence. ‘And, 
iiaving (ieterinined*it as most prudent, to 
conceal*the discovery from the King and 
his ministers, she g\ivc lier present conn- 
seller carle hlartclie, to reconcile Ripperda 
on any terms ;»and, should his more wor¬ 
thy son be f()und alive, she cotninaiuied 
that he should be made the agent with 
his father. 

“ But, shouid he he no more?” in- 
(paired the Marijuis, with a sigh whfch 
could hardly have been deeper for his 
own son. 

“ Then,” replied she, “ you must chuse 
another embassador, i will reward him, 
according t*) hi^ success A’ith this for- 
Aiidable renegado.” 
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With this coinitiission, though witlioiil 
a hope of seeing- the sou of iiippercla yet 
an inhabitant of this world, Santa Cruz 
took the convent in his way to tlie plains 
of V^dentia. When he al^hted at the gate, 
the Abbot met him ; and answered to his 
fearful question, “ that the Ma.rquis de 
Moiueifiar not mei'ely breatlicd, but he 
trusted was far advanced lu hi -recovery.” 

From the night in Svhich the dispatch 
"left him, the \irulerce of the fever dis¬ 
appeared. He felt and b^waileil himself 
as a man ; and the fiend' which despair 
had 'Wx ked within ius bosom, fled with 
the genial Hood. He remained itt a state 
' of caim^that astonished himself; while it 
amazed all'around, to see oiie who tvas a 
he*^' d'c, so evidently comfbiteu by an in- 
fuence f)-om on ie'gii. 

Santa t'ru.. seed to ,'nfbrm him of his 
arjwal, and was immediately admitted 
to his eeii. Lorenzo wiflidrew as the 
Mar(]uis entered, l.ou's was dressed in 
.Jiis-* ual cloaths, but ffoln present weak- 
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jiess yet lay on a couch,* The window 
of Ihs cel! was open to admit the moun¬ 
tain air, which b;C',v fresh aiul cheeringiy 
over liis tace.. That face wa -- not to be 
described: — It spoke of heav en, and his 
whole form harmonized with tlie celestial 
witness. 

Santa Cruz stop])ed and gazed bn liim ; 
wliile Louis, raising himself on* his arm, 
stretched Ins h.mcl* towards him witli a 

• i 

smile tiiat nuJdc tlye v< Scran’s head bow* 
betore the yGiitl.ful saint. He adviinced 
and euibraced'him. Louis bent his face 
upon the Marquis’s hand. 

“ You will live my smi!” cried vSanta 
Cruz, in a bipsl of nnuiiy se<isibiiity ,• 
“ you will reeovei your father to his 
God, and to his country 1” 

“ 1 could wisii to live for that pi«’-' 
pose !” replied Lpuis, ' bio be it as i»ea- 
veil wills. My |.ra)i, rs may be effected 
W'ithout my own agency.” 

When nfv'ove/ed. from Irs emotion, tlie 
Marquis communicated his })resei?' womi 
•'f) 
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mission ; and irj recapitulating the tidings 
from Morocco^ the mantligg colour on 
the hectic cheek of Louis shewed, that he 
too, recognised his tather in the new 
Aben Humeya. In harrating the rapid 
successes of'the apostate Duke, Santa 
Cruz‘dwelt on one circumstance, which 
contained some antidote to the poison of 
the rest.,; 

Muiev Ilainet, with a large army of 
• disaffected Moors, liad’ apjicared on the 
pLiiii of Marmora, ahotlit half a day's 
journey iroin the capital of Morocco. 
Abcii Humeya assembled the household 
troops ; and on the same day the tidings 
rarrivcil,, marched to o{)pose him. His 
forces wert!' inferior in number to the 
enemy; but their leader gave them an 
o.xample of confidence, telling them they 
/mist strictly obey his orders, and on 
his head he would assure them vic¬ 
tory'. Muley llapiet practised the usual 
Moorish stratagems, which the discipline 
of jfis adversary so completely baffledi 
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tluU enraged with disa;ppointment lie 
dared a general engagement in the very 
worst position he could have chosen. 
Aben Humeyar hat], drawn him into the 

declivities of the mountains, .where the 

» 

cavalry, his principal strengtl)> coiil^i not 
act; and senclint? a detachment to block 
up the regress, by occupying the pass of 
Cedi Casern, the rebel Prince’suffered 
a total defeat. Every soul migh> have 
been cut off’, but the*iBew MwsKSulman had 
not yet tbrgott*en the warfare of Chris¬ 
tian nations, lie called to his men to 
remember that the misguided followers 
of Muley Hamet were their brethren; 
and that aftci;»tlie signal cliasilsement 
thev had received, it was tSe victor’s 
duty to suffer the escape of the remnanl. 
A.ben Humeya pursued the same con- 
cilialory coiuhict m taking .Tetuan and 
Arzilla from the power of the rebel; and 
.an offer of general pardon being .spread 
.onongst t.he’fefraictory Moors, the troops 
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of' Mulov Hamct dosertod to his 

* * 

sarv, and he fled to the mountains. 

“ This consummate policy is tlic Duke 
de Rij)perda’s,” said,the Marquis ; “ and 

the Duke in-his sanest mind.” 

#• 

“.I would draw another inference 
froiti sucli ])olicy,” rejoined his son, 
“ that whetlier his mii'id be in full health 
or disordered, this mercy is a sure pledge, 
the Christian principle remains in his 
heart.” ’ . 

“ There is no disordered intellect in 
these plans and executions;” returned 
Santa Cruz, “ but a stretch of ca})acity, 
and an extravagant exertion ol'its powx'r, 
which compels common minds to pause 
^nd wonder. Genius, however, may often 
be mistaken for madness; for it frequently 
acts so entirely un(|cr the influence of 
imaginatioii, as to (to thi.ngs so utterly 
irrational, that if it be not the effect 
of' ati absolute want of reason, it is cer¬ 
tainly that of a derelicition from reaso*). 
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and produces the consequences of mad¬ 
ness.” 

Louis knew to whom this latter remark 
miglil have tod tvelJ applied, and with 
stifled emotion, he answered : —7 

“ 'Fhat conduct then, is most likel}^ to 
be according to good judgement, which is 
actuated by sober experience alone.” 

“ That, conduct,” replied the Mar¬ 
quis, “ whicli av»i^s the enthusiasm 
of fancy and thq passions, as he would 
the shoals ?ind 'quicksands of' the sea! 
But there is something more required 
than sober experience. A well regulated 
mind must s't in judgement upon that 
experience; andy.niy dear de Montemar,” 
continued he, pausing, and impressively 
pressing Ins hand, “ wisdom and virtue 
will be the issue.” 

Louis returned t?) the last* act of his 
father upon the plaits of Marmora. It 
obliterated the phrenziednioinentof their 
j)i|vting; anJ oj)Cniiig his heart to a 
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dawn of hope, he took the letter of the 
Queen, whicu her own hand had address¬ 
ed to the banished Ripperda, and putting 
it in Ids boson), told his veteran friend he 
was ready once again to visit the African 
sliores. , 

This re-aniination was not iransitory. 
“^anta Cruz was to set off the following 
morning towards hisarui} ; and having cal¬ 
culated the slower progress of troops to the 
coast, and, the iisval delays in getting on 
board the ti ansports, a day was fixed for 
Louis joi)dng him, without any dangerous 
haste, at the place of embarkation. 

Youth and inward vigoui, with the 
bracing, life-inspiring air that is breathed 
ifom the lijis of a friend, restored Louis 
to such a strength, that at the time ap- 
])ointed, he apjieared on the quarter-deck 
of the Trinidadu, the vessel that was to 
bear Santa Cruz l;o the Mahoinmedaii 
'horc. 

Unconscious of the 'wound tlie>- 
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probed, the officers of the (jeneral’s staff 
discoursed largely on the crusade to 
which they were going; and descanted 
with unrestrained freridom on the Moorish 

leader. Some affirmed him t© be an 

• 

Arab ; others a brother of the 4 i]inperor, 
Avho was 'SO distinguished in their fa¬ 
ther’s life-time, as ‘to awaken the jea¬ 
lousy of Abdallah; and on his ac¬ 
cession, the Pr;rice suddenly disappeaTed. 
Rumour spoke of thV bow-string; but 
hints being ,also* spread, of a perpetual 
imprisonment in the seven towers of Me- 
quinez, it was afterwards supposed that 
he had purchased liberty and honour by 
assuming a new«fflame, and fighting the 
battles of his brotlicr. 

Louis could not bear these guesses; 
nor the invectives, ,(to the pistice of 
which his own heart* assented,^ in which 
these young men indulged against the 
renegadoes at the court of Abdallah. 
Sii^i Ali, a Sicilian* apostate, and a cele- 



94 THE PASTUR’S FIRE-SIHE. 


brated engineer, was most especially 
the object of their anathemas; as, from 
his skill, they expected some protraction 
in the glory of repaUing'Aben ilumeya 
from the walls of Ceuta. Whc)! these 


disoussioits began, Louis usuahy rtih ed 
to a distant corner on the quarter detf, 
to commune with his 'own thoughts j unu 


while his upright mind armed itseil' iii 


its cf.vn integrity, his bo(,ly derived its 


wonted vigbur from the genial breezes of 


the sea. 


On the niffht of the sixth day .u’foi 
they had set sail from tlic |h>! ; al Car. 
thagena, the little fleet entered liu* bay 

of Ceuta.; and, on a ' wave smooth as 

0 

glass, the troops stepped into boats whieh 
rowed them to the perp- ndicular wails of 
the town. Here all tva.s deep sluulow. 
Louis saw nothing tbrougii tiie universal 
blackness. Nor did he note the (Ireary 
splashing of the boats in liie fatimmless 
water; nor did he feel the chilling vapour 
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wliicii arose from its cold siiriacc, with¬ 
held iVoni evaporation by the height and 
closeness of the outworks. He was iq 
the tils! pifuiac« j jyid had no thought, 
i ' hservation, but for the pbject of 
iiieiv lauding. 

An arohway, and along flight of steps 
in tin: rock between two walls, were tlic 
‘ :i!\ t’g'.c>s on this side into the fortress, 
'['iie boau- crowded to the spot, jvliere 
their ciiiHV:-, Ncverujly kViped on*tlie narrow 
pl.itf'onn, auii a-f'cnu' ,! the stony ladder. 
A halit I’.oart w i.-s n- eu’ry brave breast; 
and phiiticd with amiihpated victory, 
thev seenu'd to th. Louis alone, whose 
wlicilc soul was <pceas mucli on,th?; wing 
idr military atchievements, aiMved with 
a dow, but a firm step ; lor, against whom 
was the sword of his first field to be 
drawn ? 

On entering the fortress he fidly un¬ 
derstood how' necessary * was all tins si¬ 
lence in gaining *the» shore. Count de 
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Bias the governor, inl’orined the Marquis 
Santa Cruz, that the Moors were in great 
<hrce before the town. That several 
skirmishes had taken place between the 
corps of observation from the garrison, 
and , the advanced posts of the Moresco 
carup. Tlie Spaniards had been beaten 
in with loss; and ig short, so univer¬ 
sal a panic prevailed in the garrison, no 
confidence could be put in its steadiness 
in case of an attach. The consequence 
was already seen, in the audacity with 
which Aben Huineya was opening his 
trenches; and until Santa Cruz arrived, 
De Bias was in nightly dread of an at¬ 
tempt being made to 'tAorm the town. 
To prevent this, he suggested the advan¬ 
tage of the new troops surprising the 
Moors by an immcdia,te sally. 

Prior to-Aben Hunicya having taken 
up this position, the> Count continued to 
say, he had reduced the whole of the 
rebellious Bashas to the obedience pf 
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their Einperty-. Tlieir leader Mulev 
Haniet, liad extended his fliglit from the 
liilly country, to the deserts of Taffilet; 
and Abdallah, that' very morning, had 
sent a deputation of his royal brothers* to 
in^'e.st Aben Humeya, with tfie dimity 
of Bashii of Tetuani; and to present 
him with a new banner, on whi^-'h was. 
embroidefcd: — 

“ Proceed /• exceed is no longer pos^ 
sUdeT' 

Santa Cruz readied to the urgency of 
lie Bias lor an immediate attack, that her 
liad orders from his soverefgn to act with 
peculiar circitinspection. He must* com¬ 
municate with tlfe* Moorisli gcnt’pl; and 
to do this with the necessary knowledge, 
lie must have time to make his military 
observations, and to •estimate their rela¬ 
tive strength. 

In the course of ti'iese. investigations, 
in the prosecution of wdiich ^anta Cruz 
WTt always attended by I.onis, the group 

I' 


voT,. n . 
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of observation mounted fin a redoubt 
far to the front in the Spanish lines, 
^riie Marquis contemplated with liis 
glass the order, 'and ‘ scientific jnc- 
cision with'^ which the enenjy’s works 
wei'fe advancing. Tlie Count de Bias 
itood near him, and expatiated with much 
heat, on the probable effects of the new 
iiscipline introduced into tho' Moorislj 
irmy by its present chief., 

“ But thl^se European, tactics” criedlic, 

“ arc engrafted on a true barbarian soil. 
Oie flag of truce, that I ventured to dis¬ 
patch merely tf) gain time, was fired on in 
its ret urn; and in attempting to makegood 
its retreat, a party of is’ie enemy rushed 
'from belu'nd yon epanlement to the left, 
and took the whole troop to a man. One 
who made Ins escape, iid'onned me, the 
proud Aben Hunfeya .chose to take 
offence at some want of official reverence 
in the .Span’s!) officer’s man'‘er of quitting 
the camp; and that tne U' anent he ^as 
told of it, he ordej’ed him to be putsued 
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and taken ; and at the same time de- 
nounced a similar fate on,all who should 
henceforward presume to bear any Spanish 
Hag within reatfh of Jiis lines.” 

While the Governor was ■ speakingj a 
squadron of Moors turned ‘that jvery 
side-work, and presented themselves, .on 
the plain, glitteriflg. in all the splendid 
array of jthc Basha’s peculiar suite. In 
the midst of the •groupe, wliicli imme¬ 
diately parted +Q short distirtices, Louis 
beheld an augfist figure, De Bias in¬ 
stantly proclaimed it to be Aben Ilumeyaj 
In that deal' atmosphere, no glass was 
necessary to note an object just without 
the reach of imvjquet shot; ajid *to ob¬ 
serve this, Louis’s whole soul was in hij 

At sight of the Basha, the acclamations 
of the Moors in thi? trenches* were loud 
and incessant. He •was mounted on a 
black horse, w hose rich caparisons seemed 
to vie with the habit of its ridej-. The 
dress of the new Mussulman w.is hose 
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of blue and s^old tissue o\ cr a yellow 
caftan embroitleied with gold. His 
belt, and the anus which stuck in it, 
were studded w ith jewels; and a splen- 
did cymptar hung at his side. His 
iurlxan was crested w’ith a large jew¬ 
elled crescent and heron ])lunic. And 
the bridle in his jiand sparkled with 
brilliant studs •, while the inijgnifi(;ent 
housings of his horse, almost touched 
the ground. Aken lltnne} a j ojpl for¬ 
ward, and again the air* was rent with 
shouts. He bowed his Iieatl, atid at tlio 
motion of his hand, the whole was re- 
sjteetfully silent. A flourish oj’wind instru- 
nients succeeded, ami Ik^s suite began to 
play their evolutions before him, in all the 
various exercises of the lance and dart. 

Louis could not mistake the demeanor 
of his father. Ihit «aU tliis supremacy 
over the rest of mankind in personal 
digTiity and grade, seemed to his virtuous 
son, only a garment &1‘ mockery to the 
fallen spirit within. It was horrible in 
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iiis eves, and he tixrnocl sileutiv Iron) the 
xocitoj’oiis ol)ser\atioiis oldie Bias. 

That .same evening Santa Cruz ordei'ed 
.1 flag of' tniee to be; in readiness for the 
Moorish can)]) at day-break. At the men- 
lion of so dangerous an expedition, ^very 

iiiotion was aiTcstcd ainonjjrst the class of 

^ . ■’ 

officers who were usually selected for that 
duty. Ijjlone spoke. But Sanfa Cruz 
iieither addressed any, nor looked op any ; 
for the forlorn JiopdWon thk entei’prize 
was already chosen. 

When Louis came i)x the morning for 
his last orders, he found the Governor 
svith his General, remonstrating on the 
madness of exj^x^sing so distiijgulshed a 
young man as the iManpiis dci?[outemaij 
in so ])erilous a hazard, SantaCruz repeat¬ 
ed to his young friciul, all tlie intimidating' 
j opresentation^s of»De Bias, .who added 
there was not a man .in the garrison, who 
did not shrink from beiiTg his escort.* 

Louis bowed gratwftdly to the implied 
solicitude of the Count; Init ariswejed 
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the Marquis, by requesting to have the 
white flag delivered to liim, when he 
would go alone. To hamper him with 
cowards, Santa Cruz,thought woidd onI\ 
invite daqgcy; and he put the flag into 
his ^and. * 

JLouis left the gates, with no other 
companion than his cojsrage and his faith. 
Santa Cruz’s anxious eye watched the de- 
sperab' adventure, /fhe works were 
crowded in «very ]Ktrt, to,witness his pro¬ 
gress and reception. At a given spot, 
he jiiiltcd to unliirl his wliite banner. 
Agaiit he shot forward, waving its start' 
before him, to be seen by „the Moorish 
out-i)oks ,as he ad^'anc/nl within their 
Jjre. A hundred turbans emerged from 
the nearest trenches; — while a yell of 
* such horrid import burst from every 
mouth, that his horse stQ,rted back on 
his haunches, with . a strange noise from 
its 'nostrils ,fully ilescriptive of surprize 
and terror. Nothing, '-however checked 
its# rider. He struck his spurs into 
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the animal, *and resumed In's onward 
^peed at the' moment thi* savage cries 
I'rom below were echoed ’by a thousand 
\ oiccs from the works above ; — a volley 
of nmsquetry was discharged, and Louis 
was lost in the smoke, iioni the eyes 
of thein who watched on the* waifs of 
Ceuta. It cleared aTway; and tiio’Ye- 
sohite beai'cr of tfie flag was yet seen 
gallo}>ing towards the camp. Ano¬ 
ther volley *-iifcceeded, and the* plain 
was agm'n obscured; vengcu.ice alone 
otcuj)ied iTiC breasts of the iiKm upots 
the Spanish lines. Their courage 
vived with their indignation; and rusii- 
ing without command from a sall^y port, 
they charged herccly towards*,thc ])oint 
of their revenge. At sight of this sorti.^ 
a similar detachment issued from the 

• 

gates of t!ic camj).^* The horse of Louis 
was trausfixe*! by two balls; and lay 
struggling on the ground. He had 
extricated kimseilf from tht' dying ani- 
Jiial, and was risen from its side, 
1' 4 



THK TAsrOirs 


just as the salley-port of v,\'ula opened 
to rescue or avenge liiiu. "WMieii on toot, 
the broken ground in the plain conceakal 
his advance to his friends until ho re¬ 
joined them, and mounted a horse })re- 
sented to liiin by his faithful Lorenzo. 

This circumstance being discerned 
by' Santa Cruz, vvho .stood on the re¬ 
doubt, V the sortie was recalled, and 
Louis, with the trooj), re-entered the 
garrison. 

The implacable fitry^of this secontl 
breacii of the received' law's of war, 
iiifh'.med the Spaniaixls with the most ve¬ 
hement indignation. There w^as no name, 

f 

opprobrious to a man aud a soldier, which 
they did .hot lavish on the fierce Ahen 
Kuineya. 

Louis withdrew^ to the (piarters ot 
Santa Cruz. His rcisolution was taken , 
and he only awaited his sanction, to pur 
it in execution that verv night. To go 
by stealth into the Moorislt camp, jind 
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<lt‘i>eiRl oil p|()vidoiu‘c for poiidticting liim 
to the presence of his fiityer. 

'i'iie jMarcpiis would ijot hear him to 
an end. He regartled this last act, of 
tiring ujion a'single man, as so base a 
jiroof of I’ipperda’s apostacy from,ho¬ 
nour as well as from religioli, that he 
no longf r l etained a Ijope of his rctuKH to 
duty : — 

“ \o,» de Monteinar,” said he, “ we 
must now let^ 1.hat* alone for everf You 
wouh? only lose t oirrself, \i,’ithout reco- 
\ Cling him.” 

‘‘ I should hise myself indeed,” repliatl 
he, “ \\ ere 1 to abandon the only purpose 
for which I came to this coimtrv ; the 
only }mi j>ose lifr'which, 1 beliey e my lile 
is lengthened. Me will not imbrue h:>»- 
liands in the blood of his own son ; and, 
who in that camji, will dare to touch the 
man, of wlion> he will say —’Let his life 
be jn otected!” 

“ This is delusion, de MoAitemar. He 
Ivis abandoned his Odd. He has tramjileil 
I-'. 5 
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on his honour. And, witli these facts, 
there is no reiisonable hope?” 

“ My hope may be beyond reason; 
but it is not against it,” re])!ied lie. 
“ Grant me the means to fulfil my reso¬ 
lution ; ahd‘, I dare promise myselfj that 

c 

you will, see me again.” 

‘-Never,” rctmned Santa Cruz, “tlie 
blood cf rashness sh'all never be on my 
head. Leave me now, and wc rvill tlis- 
course of more Rational' projects to¬ 
morrow.” 

Louis obeyed. But that mbrrow might. 
Utvcr occur to him. When he withdrew 
it was to pursue his determination. That 
night,, alone, and unassisted'^ to seek the 
presence.bf his father. 
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From his observations in passing the eiie- 
aiy’s lines, he thought it possible to throw 

himself into one "of the trenches nearest 

• 

their position; and in the disgdise of a 
Moor, return with the workmen into the 
eainpi. 

Bv means Di Ins devoted Lorenzo, 
(who would have suffered the rack, rather 
than betray the confidence of his master,) 
be procured the accoutrements of a Mo- 
resco soldier, /vom a Jewish merchant in 
(.^eiita. The aspect of the nigllt favoured 
his project; and he left the Spanish for¬ 
tress in company with the latest outpost: 
The growing shadows gave, him oppor¬ 
tunity to glide fronr its neighbourhood 
•mobserved ; and having his disguise 

a 

I (i 
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previousif-hidden amon^^st |,the ruins oi 
an old fort midway betweej^ the Moorish 
and Spanish w;orks, he covered hiniseli 
with the Moresco trowsers, haigue and 
turban ; and arming diis belt with the ac¬ 
customed .number of knives and pistols, 
took his pic-axe in liis hand, and cau¬ 
tiously pi-oceeded along the Hank of the 
Moorish trenches, wdioshline he discerned, 
by a pale and zig-zag gleam along the sur¬ 
face of the ground. It was (,00 liiintto be 
not’oeablc tt any ‘'distance, aud' arose 
fron. the low lautlicrns w|ithiu, by whose 
glow worm light, w'hen the sky was ob- 
s(atred, the yet inex])crt engineers per¬ 
formed their work. 

When arrived near tl./; verge of the 
^ycavatioiis nearest the camp, he listened 
breathlessly to the clash of cymbals, 

‘ wliicli announced an exchange of work¬ 
men. Now was his 'moment. He slid 
down the bank into the vacant fosse, and 
stood close _^iu its angle, shrouded by 
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i‘on!])Ietc* (liiijjloicss. Tlic, Jaiiifjs did not 

oxtond beyolid the piaco of iniiiicdiate 

iaboiir. He liad liardij token his station, 

wlien an iron gate opened into the trench, 

the cyinhals ceased* and an advance of 

numerous feet from the camp sounded 

towards him. It was answered l)v*'a si- 

*/ 

milar approach from tJie lines. He drew 
himself closer into the angle, as^hc 
ter j)assed him in etifilade; and observ¬ 
ing that cac 4 >i .mah as he marched by a 
particlilar ohiccr, ciTod aloud, “ Lahilla 
Lab!” and wa,'* then counted by him, he 
saw the danger of being the last in 
tile; and stepping in between the ra})id 
stej) of one soldier in turning the angle, 
and the halting* lipjn'oach of another, he 
retieated the ex])ected rosironse, an.!- 
mo\ ed forward unmolested. He entered 
the camp without impediment ; and 
the iMoors pai»ting to their dift'erent quar¬ 
ters, he tnrnetl {[ufckly in a direction 
which he thought from the; description 
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of tlie ekcap^d .Spaniard, i would bring 
him to the papilion of its C(immander. 

Excepting the words he had repeated 
as the parole of the night, and of the 
meaning of which he was entirely igno¬ 
rant, he knew not a word of the Moresco 
tongue. The camp was partially lighted ; 
and near the Basha’s quarters the lamps 
l^cam^ thicker, until the platform around 
his tent was one blaze of illumination. 

I 

Several Moorish officers,were walking 
to and fro,'as if WaitingTbr orders; and 
the ample circle in which the pavilion 
<rf9od, was hemmed round by the body 
guards of the Basha These men were 
Negroes of huge proportions, uid equipped 
in the most formidable diray of Barbaric 
-rums. They sat, on the ground in the 
Moorish style, with each his hand on his 
drawn cymetar. 

Louis d/ew into fhe cemparative ob¬ 
scurity of one of the tented streets di¬ 
verging ffom the platform; and, with a 
scrutinizing eye, reA^olved how he should 
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passthisexcliiuliiigcirclc. While he looked 
from man to\raan, the curtained entrance 
of the pavilion was dra\# back by two 
slaves, and a blaze of flambeaux issued 
forth. In the midst of it was a mili¬ 
tary figure in a splendid Moorish di»ess. 
But it was not his father. 

By one act, all tlm. Negroes bent* for¬ 
ward, and struck feheir forehead^s k) the 
ground ;• even the officers made the same 
abasement to this’personage ; whf>, gra¬ 
ciously bowing his ifead, pa’ssed on, fol¬ 
lowed by a procession of flambeaux. But 
still the light was glaring as noon-d..y, 
around the tent. It was only by strata¬ 
gem he could enter it, and his li|e must 
be set on the hazard. 

After watching nearly an hour, to aii“ 
ford op})ortunity for some favourable ac-, 
cident to open him a way, without the 
desperate expedient he revolved, he re¬ 
treated through a c’rosa passage of dark 
tents, that led into the great illuminated 
■'venue before the pavilion ; and, having 



Tin: PASTOlv'S ! !HF,.MJ)K. 

wrapped Ids inoilier’s ])iet|ire, wliicli lie 
always wore c-ouiul liis iu»elv, in a silk 
handkercliicf lie liad about liini, lie jmt 
it ill his bosom, and then boldly plunghit*' 
from the darkened Street into the thll 
light of tlK ^ilatform, moved direct to the 
curfamed entrance. 

Ill an instant a host of cymefars were 

4 

at -his breivst. Hut he stood erect before 
them all, and exclaiining 

‘‘Aben irnnieya!/’‘ 

took the haiulkcrctiief fi'oin his breast, 
and held it forth with a oammanding air 
tcpivards the tent. He had not even l ejiel- 
led the weaiions with bis h.Tnd, so tirni did 
he staijd in apparent inward'dignit}'. It 
awed the nVgroes, who s<6t)d fora nunnent 
*Jiazing on each olhci; l^oiiis profited by 
Jheir suspended faculties;; iid was jiassing 
on, when one in the dress of’an officer 
intercepted' him. He addressed the in- 
truder in a barbarous attemjit at the Mo- 
resco language, but really in a jargon, 
comprised of every ‘tongue on the Mtv 
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(literranoaii .‘•jjiores; and saluting Louis 
i)y the o[)i)robrious appi'llatiou of slave, 
fieinandcd, with other viler e|)ithets, 
how he presunieil tp violate that sacred 
threshold. 

Louis saw the miscrai)lo sofil of some 
base reuegado of the,Balearic Isles,.an 
this insolent attaciv and ausweriuo; him 
at once in.Spanish, warned him in laconic, 
but haughty lunguaige, to beware liow he 
insulted a man who ’tame in’the face of 
three Imndred vyiHctars, to lay the sj)oil 
i)l‘ a brave S{)aniard at the lect of Abeu. 
llumeya. 

“ Clonduct me to his presence; ” con- 
iinueil he, “ or- ^vuow, that hs who can 
speak Spanish like his native tongue, , 
is nut less able to jtrove a Moorish sword 
In's native weapon ! ”, 
d'lu? renegado eycM the speaker vith a 
: rembling sus})ieion. •His head might pay 
the forteit, should he introduce an im- 
nr per ])erson into *tlie |)avilion ; ami 
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should his perverseness ej^clude one on 
whom the Bashaconferred confidence, he 
would incur equal jeopardy. He now wished 
he had left the responsibility ol’ this egress 
to the nes^ioes ; but he had liUerposed, 
and must .proceed. 

“ Your name?” said lie. 

“ That the Basha will know when he 
sees^nTe.” 

The ofiiccr feared to hesitate, .iiui lie ],'! e- 
ceded him to the riif t range of i.'it pavilion. 
Like the outer-court, it \v;i> lined witis 
guards. The renegado in a Lone of some 
respect, told Louis he must stop in this 
vestibule until his credentials in the hand- 
kerchief were deliver ed ,rp Aben Hunieya. 
Tire alctfide of the guard, who carried 
it in, retuined in a few minutes with 
consternation in his countenance; and 
beckoning, Louis to. follow liiin, passed 
through several chambers before thc^y 
arrived at the 'sacred inclosure ; within 
whose sacred vestrt'cnt non'e durst pene¬ 
trate without air especial summons from 
tire Basha. 
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The officer ^rcw aside the curtain, and 
pointing in silence to the door, Louis 
entered alone. The Basha stood by a 
Moorish couch,* direidly under a lamp in 
the centre of the place. A table was 
near him, on which lay a naked cymetar, 
and an open casket containing thekoi’an. 
He had the picture in In's hand. 

Louis’fj face was overshadowed the 
dark fohls of his Un ban ; and as he did 
not assume the,iisuah*j)ositio4 of all who 
(less than of cep^ai rank,) approached the 
august presence, the Basha fell back a 
step and exclaimed ! 

“ Who art thou, that darest so to ap¬ 
proach Aben ll^juneya? 

Louis with clasped hands, bowed liis 
head upon his breast, but could not im- 
mediatelv answer. It was his Father’s 
\ oice, and he had n»t ventured his life in 
vain! 

“ Whence came this (Christian spoil? ” 
il^manded lilppeitla,. “w'as it taken from 
the living or the dead ? ” 
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The voice^ was firm. I}\it the teiisiou 
with which he grasped the picture, was 
S'utfioient assurance tliat an exerted nerve 
was necessary to enable'liiin to put tlie 
question ^ifh the steadiness of one indif¬ 
ferent to fche owner’s tiite. 

“I took it from the living!” replied 
Louis, “ To i)ass ine'' into the presence 
of luiii who gave me lite.” 

An, inarticulate* s-ound, burst from 
the lij)s otVhis father y he moved a few 
hasty steps towards him but,as suddenly 
starting back ; 

“ IVesumptnousboy!” cried he, “what 
do you promise yourself ,by this te¬ 
merity? ,Arc you not a'.rare that the act 
which nfade me a Mussulman, separated 
me I'rora all former relations ; and tluit in 
Louis de Montemar, I can see no other 
tlian a S})ai,>isli s})y ? 

“ No act of man,’,’ replieil Louis, “can 
cut asunder thd' bands of nature; can 
se[)arale the unity of Son and Lather, jn 
fJie great objects of time aiul eternity : 
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And in that liiith, I appeai; again before 
yon, on a second mission from your reli¬ 
gion and your country.” 

“ This told \ne ;> braver story! ” re¬ 
turned Ripperda, sternly })utl:;:g the ]>ic- 
ture into the liand of his tJoh; “ But 
speak your errand, tha^ 1 may dismiss the 
messenger.” 

Louis bore the taunt without reply ; 
and with br(*^yty, but energetic persua¬ 
sion, he repeated to h)?{gloomtly listening 
Father, the miw pro})osaIs from the 
Queen, 'Fliey assured the banished Luk^*- 
that the decree of his exile was not 
merely recall'd, and the King ready to 
publicly declare Ithe charges his enemies 
had alleged against him, to be false; but 
His Majesty would grant him a general 
amnesty for his pregent proceedings in 
Africa; and ou his'return to* Sj)ain, in¬ 
vest him with a new and extraordinary 
trust at court, to the confusion of his 
rivals, and the aspersion of his character 
in the minds of all men. The churvU 
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too, should ^open its ar^iis to receive 
him; for Isab.ella would obtain an absolu¬ 
tion from the Pope for the brief apostacy; 
while that dark deed obliterated by peni¬ 
tence, migj’t remain as totally unknown 
to ,the world at large, as his son trusted, 
it,would then be blotted out from the 
book of God. . ‘ 

“ Louis,” replied the Dulic, “ have 
you known me so Tong byjthe best proofs 
of man —-»his actkins 1 ,?,nd are yet to be 
told, that my religion (^.onsists wholly of 
the prosperity of the country J serve '? 
and that my country is that which best 
knows the value of my serv’ices ?” 

“ Thep,” returned hi?, son, not wishing 
to comprehend the whole of this speech ; 
“ that country is now Spain. Read the 
letter of Isabella, and you will find the 
prayer of. the nalior, in every line. She 
is, as a Mother petitioning a beloved Son 
to spare his Brothers. Oh, my Father j 
listen to the native magnanimity of your 
s^ut, rather than to this new and unna- 
3 ' . , 
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tural pride; a^id resume at^ once the pa¬ 
triot and the Christian. N^onc, excepting 
the King and Queen, and the Marquis 
Santa (’ruz, know tiiat Aben Humcya 
and ilipperda are the sameand liaving 
been spared iliat open stigma, your, re¬ 
ligion aikl your country may yet be tljat 
of Spain.” 

Kipj)ei\la grasped the still un-readletter 
of the Queen; “ De Montemar ! ” said 
he, “•and is it^ yoiV that «an think J 
would live und^’ shelter of any shrouded 
act ? No ; 1 have dared to be a Miissul- 
man; J'o resume the nai)||||pf my Moorish 
ancestors; to tread in the unreceding 
steps of Julian ami de Valor. Wha* 1 am, 
I am ; and my banners, here, antPin iSpain, 
shall proclaim to all the world, that Rip¬ 
per Ja’s mjuries are in the breast of Aben 
liumeya.” 

Again Louis urged him to read the last 
appeal ol’his lormer Sovereigns, contained 
in the packet ho heJd in his hand; and 
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then trample on his country and them, 
if vengeance must yet have place, with 
such ample restitution. 

“ Restitution ! ” .repeated the Duke, 
and brokg^khe seal. He read the let¬ 
ter,. and tlirew it from him ; but not 
with the same equanimity with wliich 
he began the contcj>ts. In the oficved 
pardoU, and the promised honom^, ail 
his iniputed transgressions were reca¬ 
pitulated, to enhavjce tl^j merit ajf the 
amnesty ; all the accusH.ti!)i)s of a \ :iin 
woman’s jealousy, })oiired forth in ex¬ 
tenuation of siiare in his fall; and 
the whole was wound u)) in.„a passion of 
reproifthes, and entreaties, in which the 
chains v4iich had formerly bound him to 

r' 

her feet, were so a})parcnt^ that liis in¬ 
censed spirit rose with every line ; and 
lie cast the .letter from him. 

Louis trembled at this unexpected is¬ 
sue, from what he had hoped would have 
made some softenipg impr 6 ssion on his 
Father’s implacable revenge 5 but with a 
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firm voice, asked, what was his reply 
to that petition from a Queen and a 
woman ? 

Itipperda turned oti him a penetrating 
and contemptuous look. - 

“ Have you read that petition ? ’* 

No, Tiiy Father; J)ut I know itis»to 
r;!t i!y all that I have assured you.” _ 

“ 1 know not what it would ratify! ” 
cncd (he I)uk«i, ^stung by a sudden vecol- 
and snatchiiTg up The letter, 
ii in p'icces. “It shall never 
he willies'-, liiat any one dared tampe*’- 
u itli niy hoiioar ; that)it who once com- 
inaiuled natisms—But no more. I will 
unswiT this let ter to-morrow, on that field; 
and they v. iio survive, may bear the writ- 
aig to their Queen.” 

“ My Father ! ” exclaimed Louis. 

“ 1 have said a,' yoiuig mtin,” inrer- 
nipted Ripperda in a voice of thunder ; 
« go, and tell them so — and it shall he 
tillished.” 

■it 

“ No; ” returned Louis, “for in tlimt 


T\ . 
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field, you would have to |(neet your own 
people, and your own son ! You would 
drench your hands in the blood you have 
so often sworn to,cherish; you would 
give the blow to the name and race of 
Ripperdar; and what will be your reward? 
The fetters of a barbarian! ” 

The string had been touched, which 
vibr^ed to madness in the brain of Rip- 
perda. His apprehension became con¬ 
fused, and with«.*terrific solemnity he 
approached his son. 

“ Hitherto,” said he, “ I have heard 
you with patience! I read your Queen’s 
letter with patience; I received her 
General’s flag of tru^e with patience. 
But hef letter was an insidious blazonry 
of all my false accusers; and he who 
brought the flag of truce, whispered at 
my gates, that Aben Humeya was a 
Spanish traitor. This is their truth, their 
amnesty; this/ my sheltered honour! 
And you appear tfle jyiinisier of such an 
enibassy! De Monfemar, ” cried ne 
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grasping his arm; “are you aware to 
what you move me? But I will not 
reason farther. Tell your Sovereign, it 
is ray will to be*his ejiemy ! That is my 
final answer.” 

Ripperda walked haughtily a*vay: ^ut 
Louis followed him, with all the energy 
of a man deterrakied* to prevail. His 
father turned fiercely on his filiaSTelo- 
quence. 

“ Silence,” cried Iv, “ my, whole na¬ 
ture rejects the treacherous influence. I 
am not to be betrayed a second time, by 
the arms which once deserted me. You 
v^•ould sell me ; but I am not to be bought, 
riiese limbs shall never wither ^in i? dun¬ 
geon, closed by my own son"! Tliis 
head 'thall never welter on a scaftbld his 
hands have reared! ” 

His eye was fixed on the st^ord on the 
table. The expressi9n was portentous ; 
and he moved towards It, muttering to 
himself the nasnes of d? Paz and Wharton. 

G 2 



124 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 

K • 

Louis saw the urging demon ; and clasp¬ 
ing his hands, while he tore his gaze 
from that ever revered face, he threw 
himself between his father and the table. 

“ Parricide,” cried Ripperda, “ I am 
not at your mercyand with the word, 
he made a stroke at the breast of his son. 
Louis seized the frantic arm. 

‘‘*l7uke de Ripperda,” said he, “I may 
fall by your slaves^; but your own hand 
shall not kill your son. If you indeed 
believe, that he who ha? twice hazarded 
his life to recall you to your honour and 
your God, can be leagued with falseliood 
to betray you, summon your guards to 
dispatch me! ” 

Ripperda glared on him, as he firmly 
grasped the hand that held the dagger. 
Louis’s eyes were not less rivetted on 
those of his father. 

“ De Monteraar,” cried he, relaxing 
his hold on the weapon; “ on the per¬ 
dition of us both, leave my presence; and 
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see that we never meet again. Your 
iather is not what he was.’,’ 

He struck his hand upon his burning 
forehead; and,* trembling from head to 
foot, sunk into a scat. 

Louis observed him for a few miniibes 
in silence; but his soul was then pros¬ 
trate before the only Being who could 
restore that noble mind; his heafT was 
at the feet of ,Jiis father ; and, falling on 
his knees beside hiifS he put that now 
unarmed hand his lips. 

Ripperda had still enough of human 
tenderness to understand this appeal; 
but his distempered imagination would 
not ap})rchcnd truth ; ant^ siJirting 
from his position, he exclaimed ^— 

“ Impossible ! The world and yoiir 
ingratitude have undone me.. You are 
no more a son J o a rebel and a renegade. 
I, no more a father .to him whose trea¬ 
sons reduced me to tlfts extremity!— 
Away, and T:)y tliat. path,” added he, 
pointing to a passage in the back of tlic 



TS6 The PASTOR’S fire-side. 

pavilion.—“ we ever meet again, ybu 
must finish your commission; or I blot 
from the earth the dishonoured name of 
Ripperda!” 

Louis wa? still on his knee, when his 
father hastily advanced to the curtain 
and called aloud: A mute appeared j 
and the Basha, with ah instant recovery 
of composed dignity, commanded him 
to see that Moor, (pointing to Louis,) 
to the outside of tne camp towards the 
hill, and leave him there 

Ripperda quitted the apartment as he 
spoke; and, with desolation in his heart, 
Louis rose and followed his-conductor. 



( ) 


CHAP. VII. 

The Moprish slave passed without ob¬ 
stacle to the rear o/ thO camp; and, mak- 
ing his mute salam *to his equally.^:4ent 
charge, quitted him in a recess between 
the hills. Louis found his way bdck to 
the Spanish line§, by keeping close to the 
sea-coast} and, throwing ofl’his disguise, 
proceeded close under the wall of Ceuta,' 
till he arrived at the draw-bridge, which 
he crossed at da^-break. 

He employed some hours iii ,felf col- 
lection before it was necessary to inform 
the Marquis Santa Cruz of the interview 
he had sought in thd Moorish camp j and 
that the resull destroyed his 'every hope 
of inducing the unhappy renegade to 
forego his scheme^ of vengeance. 

' Santa Cruz too much respected the fi- 
e 4 
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lial devotion'of Louis, in what he had 
done, to reprimand tlie rashness of the 
experiment. " 

“ But there let it cease,” said he. “You 
now owe a duty elsewhere, and must pre¬ 
serve the thyalty of that name in your- 
seff, which he so determinately aban¬ 
dons.” 

attempt it,” replied Louis, as 
he moved to leave the apartment'. “ ivllow* 
me la serve in your army k's a volunteer, 
and 1 will" do my best not to disgrace 
your confidence.” ' 

“ De Montemar, I can never doubt 
you.” 

Louis sighed at the emphasis his vete¬ 
ran frien^d laid upon the word you ; and, 
with feelings which only a son in his si¬ 
tuation can know, he replied;— 

“ When my father has fallen from his 
proud height of virtue, who dare think 
he stands ?” 

Santa Cruz understood the response -. 
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and, with a voice of parental tenderness, 
made answer: 

“ He fell, because his virfue was proud. 
It is not so with you. Therefore, let not 
the lowliness of a wounded spirit, mourn¬ 
ing tlic transgressions of others, lessen 
your faitli in the power God fias givEn 
you to be, what you believed your Fatl>er 
was. Stand erect in your own yirt*ie, 
for it is tlte jianoply of lieavcn ; and do 
not allow infidelity,* even in the shape of 
a parent, to suppose it can bow a head so 
armed.” 

Louis kissed the hand that grasped his, 
in the zeal of the exhortation ; and with¬ 
out further observation withd’ ew. 

During their amversation, itii^d while 
the Mar(iuis expressed his satisfaction at 
finding that the alleged violation of the 
first flag of truce was produced by the 
outrageous conduct of the Spanish offi¬ 
cer, and not a disho’nourable breach of 
military law on the side of Ripperda,—he 
explained to Louie, w*liy the supposition 
G 
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of so base an “act had appeared fuller of 
despair in hfs eyes, than even the bold 
derelictions oi' apostacy and treason. To 
a daring crime of the latter complexion, 
a man may be impelled by a sudden pas- 
si6n ; and though he deserve the punish¬ 
ment of his offence, yet remorse may fol¬ 
low the transgression, and he will as 
brji^y acknowledge the justice of his 
sentence, and, to the utmost, rhake resti¬ 
tution, as he had^.beforfe desperately in¬ 
curred the penalty of ,the great moral 
law. But a mean, over-reaching, treach- 
’ erous action, proves cowardice of soul j 
and he who performs it has never cou¬ 
rage ^o look it in the face; or if it be 
pressed *»pon him, still he crouches under 
his load of infamy, or imiuidcntly affects 
ignorance of its existence, while he feels 
in his own heart that he has not spirit to 
retrace his path to reputation by confes¬ 
sion and amendment. Hence, as deser¬ 
tion of honour is the vice of cowards, it 
is hopeless in its nature'; and society ean 
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offer no terms to him who has so entire¬ 
ly abandoned himselil * 

Louis had no idea of nlilitary glory, 
when he volunteered his services to the 
Spanish arms. His aim was to guard his 
father’s head in the day of battle ; while 
lie hojied to prove to Spain, and to the 
world, (should it ev^er bear of him more;) 
that he behaved with*fidelity to the .cown- 
try to which that father had constrained 
him to swear’allegiapce. Life’s aspect 
was changed to him. He had* hardly en¬ 
tered the riiorn* of his days; and the 
clouds were gathered over the opening 
prospect; at least, all his dearest objects 
were snatched from his sight;—the, lofty 
consciousness of public duties, * the race 
of glory, and the fame of future ages I— 
Even at the starting post, he had reached 
the goal; and his hardly-risen sun went 
instant down iti darkness.— 

“ How many before me, and how many 
that come after me, have destinies di- 
riictly the reverse of mine ! Nay, then* 
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day of bi%htDess is even lengthened like 
that of Joshua in the field of Gibeon, 
till all in their heart be atchieved.” 

The draught was a bitter one, which 
Louis found in his cup of trial; but he 
was resolved to drink it to the dregs — 
“ And there,” cried he, “ 1 shall find it 
has some sweetnes.s.” 

^e observations fie could not help 
making in passing through the Moorisli 
camp, shewed him the strength of the 
enemy; and from tne discipline and num¬ 
ber of the troops, he did not doubt that 
tile ,sleudei> garrison of Ceuta would be 
lost, should his father determine on at¬ 
tacking it by storm. The fortifications 
were in so bad a state, 'that Santa Cruz 
set all hands to work to bring them into 
order ; and, meanwhile, sent to the lines 
before San Roque for a reinforcement 
of engineeis, and as many troops as they 
could spare. 

During these preparations, the Basha 
was seen visiting his works every day. 
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surrounded by a guard K)f liorsemen ; 
who, however, in contempt of the Spa¬ 
niards, amused themselves’ in scampering 
about, throwing the gerid, and firing at 
each other in sport* between their own 
parallels. It was evident that Ripperda 
wished to provoke Santa Cruz to a bat¬ 
tle, or to induce him to believe that stlch 
was his motive j for he ventured, AU«ult- 
ing detachments, even under the fire of' 
the Spanish forts.* ^But he had another 
point* in view;—to* seize Ihe fortified 
town of LaraMi. By retaining posses¬ 
sion of that place, the Spaniards might 
command the whole of the Atlantic coast 
of the empire of Morocco. Lai;;ich on 
the Atlantic, and Ceuta on the Meditcr- 
ranean, were now all that remained to 
Philip in Africa; and the new Aben 
Humeya was aware^ that while the Moors 
were making* these hostile demonstrations 
before the one, the’otliT'r would consider 
itself secure; and, therefore, the more 
4 easily fall into h:s hands. A large body 
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of men were inarching from Mequinez, 
to complete tlie army with which he 
meant to crush- the w'hole Spanish power, 
both in Morocco anji Algiers ; and this 
reinforcement, by his orders, was now 
halfed in fhe. vallies of Benzeroel. On 
such information, he quitted his camp; 
and “leaving directidns with Sidi Ali how 
to fhTfceed in his absence, proceeded 
to the head of this second army, and to 
the surprise pf Laraph. 

He was well acquainted with the cha¬ 
racter of' the military governor, Don 
juan d’Orendayn; a vain and ignorant 
brother of the no less insolent and vain 
Count <le Paz, his most inveterate enemy 
at the Spanish court. But it was not 
to revenge himself on any individual, 
that llipperda would have moved a single 
step. It was against* the whole Spanish 
nation he had sworn vengeance j and 
high or low, dev-lared enemies, or pro¬ 
fessing friends, all were,alike to him : — 
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They were Spaniards, and he drew an 
unsparing sword. 

All the revenge that he took person¬ 
ally on the kinsman of de Paz, was to make 
his vanity the cause of his destruction ; 
and sending a renegade Jevj into the 
town, the pretended deserter informed 
d’Orendayn, that Abdn Humeya was ‘en¬ 
camped with a few troops on the banis of 
the -river *on his way to the siege of Ceuta. 
He ad,ded, the fears ^f these raw r*ecruits 
were so great, .of Don Juan discovering 
they were in his neighbourhood, they had 
drawn the line of their camp to a fictitious* 
length, to deceive him with regard to 
their numbers; jind that Aben Hmneya, 
not being able to place any de’jendance 
on these timid men, was under apprehen¬ 
sions like their own, till he could excite 
their courage by mingling them with the 

veterans before Ceuta. The 'ij^w found 

• 

himself believed j and .nvas vehemently 
seconded by the ^younger officers in the 
.garrison, when he advised a sudden sally 
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from Larach, uid jjiomised to Don Juaii 
the gioiy of making Abcn Humeya his 
prisoner. 

Cowardice and ambition contended in 
tlie breast of d’Orendayn. The same 
da}' he dispatclied a corps of observation, 
to ’ascertain the trntli of the deserter; 
and on its bearing witness tliat the 
pavilittii of the Bashvi stood in the midst 
of a line of tents, whicli could mot con¬ 
tain more than four or'rive hundred men ; 
hesitation w'as at an end, and the eager 
governor gave orders for a'sortie that very 
'night; when he hoped to steal an easy 
victory. 

llipjperda had disposed the strength 
of his army amongst * ‘the numerous 
dells anil recesses at the foot of the 
mountains. On one side of his visible 
front, was a thick wood ; on the other, a 
small brandh of the river- Lecus. His 
cavalry was posted behind the wood; and 
his own little camp, wliidi consisted of 
six hundred of his'best disciplined men. 
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lay on their arms within their lines. 
Tiiese were nothing more tlian a range of 
Inn dles ; but so disposed, as to be a suf- 
licient screen for t(ic assailed to form 
behind them. 

f' 

D’Orendayn, belie' ing the, whole 'of 
the Baslia’s pn'sent ace was contained 
in that small bounila. y^, came lei'or- 
ward with two-tliirds’ol' his ov. i; ; 

and witli* a furious discharj' ' of nuts- 
quetry^ fell upon rlie ^ioo- ish^cump*. The 
night was briglit, anu si env'U lo favour 
the exploit. Alter makiiig a shew of 
some resistance; the attacked gave* 
ground, and soon after fled towards the 
mountain. The Spanish commander blew a 
summons for tlie rest of the grj'rison to 
join him in the chace; for he saw that 
victory over so inconsiderable a body, 
would yield him lit'tle honour, unless he 
could secure the person of its. tbrmidable 
leader. When the pursiuers appeared to 
gain ground upqn the fugitives which 
surrounded the nanner of Aben Hu- 
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meya; and Prendayn thought he had 
already countless rewards in his posses¬ 
sion, for this masterly atchievement; he 
was advanced into the ariibuscade. The 
B^ha, facing suddenly round, cried 
alQud: — 

,Lahillah Lah, Mahometh ressoul 
Allah 1" 

A thousand voices echoed tl^,e sound; 
showers of arrows poured from the in. 
cumbent heights; und, Irom every open¬ 
ing in the hills, Moorish;infantry rushed 
. upon the astonished victors, while the 
cavalry from the wood charged them in 
the rear. , i 

No* Spa,niard returned* to tell the story. 
Larach • received a Moorish garrison; 
and the crescent of Mohammed was fly¬ 
ing on its walls, whgn a little row-boat, 
manned by a few Christian merchants 
who escaped during, the confusion in the 
town, made the' best of its way to reach 
the Spanish coast. . ^ 

The acclamations which followed the 
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return of Aben Humeya to,his camp be¬ 
fore Ceuta, were heard in the Spanish 
fortress j and, soon after, there was a ru¬ 
mor amongst the Jews in the town, of 
what had befallen Laracb. „ 

Santa Cruz was confounded* when jie 
found the report true. He had received 

so insufficient an accession to his force, 

• » 

that it appeared mere mockery. No ar¬ 
tillery was segt, for wffiich he had par¬ 
ticularly dispatched Ms messenger; and 
he perceived a t'spirit of contradiction to 
•him, in all the orders which the war-mi¬ 
nister gave out for the prosecution of the 
African campaign. Besides this, the Count 
de Patinos camesdirect from Seville^ with 
a peremptory command from th.» Queen, 
for Santa Cruz to join her there. 

An exchange of, brides between the 
royal heirs of Spain and Portugal was 
the ostensible reason for the journey of 
the Court towards the Spanish frontiers; 
but the rea? motive, .was a desire of the 
King’s to view, with his own eyes, the 
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lines he was planning at San Roque, to 
shut out the,fortress of Gibraltar from 
all communication with his people; and 
to facilitate his oparations on that place, 
m any future^ siege. Previous to his vi- 
siling tlii* scene of anticipated glory, he 
became indisposed, and the court halted 
at' Seville. Kis illness wore so dange¬ 
rous an aspect, Isabella became alarmed ; 
and thought it pruUept to know personal¬ 
ly from Sajnta Crm:, what was likely to 
be the persistance of il^ipperda, before 
she should disarm herself, by dispatching 
those troops to Africa, which the death 
of Philip might render necessary to the 
maintenance of her sop’s claims else¬ 
where. 

The small detachment which had been 
granted, arrived under the command of 
Don Josepji de Pinel;—Don Ferdinand 
d’Osorio was on his. staff; and the young- 
soldier eagerly Joined his fathet, where 
he longed to obliterate the. memory of 
liis youthful follies, by*a conduct worthy 
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of his hopes. In Lindisfarnp, he had re¬ 
garded the peculiar endownjents of Louis 
de Montemar with jealousy and dislike, 
till the ingenuoifs chai’acter of their pos¬ 
sessor compelled him to esteem the ob¬ 
ject of his antipathy. But he* only ep- 

vied him, .as far as he believed those ad- 

« • 

mirable qualities had made an impression 
on the heart his own wished to attach. 
AVhen Alice acjcnowledged her love^ this 
jealousy was no • inorA; and with it va¬ 
nished his dislik^ of her cousin. 

During Ferdinand’s stay at Val del 
Uzeda, his mother talked down the 
night, in praise of the filial persever¬ 
ance of the Maiyquis de Montpmaf; in 
describing his ingenuous and •elevat¬ 
ed deportment; in imagining all the 
various treasures of^his yet more ele¬ 
vated mind. Her son listened with no 
other feeling than that of emulation, to 
merit similar encomiums ; and Marcella, 
answered lii§ enquiries respecting her 
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opinion of ^ Louis, by a melancholy 
smile. 

“ Were I called hence j ” said she, 
‘^and in my alter»^d state, might chuse 
my ministry^ I would say, let me be 
guardian* angel to that virtuous young 
man! ” 

“ Indeed! ” rcptied‘Ferdinand, drawing 
his own inferences from the innocent 
reply, of his sister. .She, spoke it from 
the dictates of a/puremid pious heart; 
and did not blush whenishe answered his 
smiling remark ; — “ That she had cho¬ 
sen a work of supererogation ; for a vii’- 
tuous character needed no .ministration : 
It w3s sufficient to itseif,” 

No Ferdinand,” returned she, “ vir¬ 
tue is not apathy. It feels under the 
rack; it bleeds under the axe. But 
where the weakness of corrupted nature 
would shrink and fly, it is steadfast, and 
.combats, or sustains to the end.. Virtue 
is not an Heathen idol; block, or a 
stone. It is a Christian spirit in a human 
1 
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body; and comfort may wjpe the drops 
from its suffering brow.” , 

Ferdinand was reproved, and did not 
venture again to spojt with a sentiment, 
which suited so well with the vestal state 
he still hoped to induce her to,make the 
price of bis happiness witli Alice. But 
there his argum(ints'failed. Marcella 
recapitulated the simple principles *of 
religious belief she,hail imbibed from her 
Protestant governess^ and ^hed tears, 
as she asserted ^the impossibility of her 
taking monastic vows in a church, 
against the peculiar tenets of which her 
soul revolted. 

“ I could resign my life for yoif, my 
dear brother,” added she, “ l)ut-fbr 


nothing this world can produce, dare I 
sacrifice my conscience.” 

To providence, then, Ferdhiand left 
his future destiny; and now^ only striving 
to deserve its bounty, ^ic resolved to 
make Louis de ^^ontemar the confidant 
and counsellor of his thoughts. He em- 
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braced him pn the African shore, with a 
grateful acknowledgement of his former 
jrenerous interference; and soon con- 
vinced Louis, that Ife held to his heart, the 
still faithful lover of his dear Alice. 

-Before* Santa Cruz quitted Ceuta, lie 
held a council, in which he left positive 
orders with the Comit de Bias, that no 
sally should be attempted, untjl he came 
back, with the. men and ammunition 
which wei*e necessary to make the first 
attack the decisive one. T An hour passed 
in private conference between liim and 
the anxious son of Ripperda. The Mar¬ 
quis alone, knew tliat Abenrlliimeya was 
other than a Moor ; and, therefore, tlie 
Marqufs alone knew why the once gay De 
Monteinar was seldom seen to smile 
and why, while he ,did his military duty 
with a precision that neither admittetl er¬ 
ror, nor relaxation,/ the glow of martial 
enthusiasm was extinguished in his coun¬ 
tenance. But the hectic of fevered dili¬ 
gence still kept its crimson on his cheek 
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and at times gave a lustre tolhis eyes of 
intolerable brightness. • 

Santa Cruz had hardly set sail, when a 
t,pirit, very different from that of obedi¬ 
ence to his commands, manifested itself 
amongst the heads of the garrison. The 
Moors seemed more carelessly dispo8e<^ 
in their camp, revelling and exulting in 
the easy fall of Larach; and in conse- 
quence of somq^ oi^ervations on thq un- 
guarded.state of their ^nes. Den Joseph 
de Penil propose|i attacking the Basha 
by surprise. The Counts de Bias and de 
Patinos warmly assented to the enter- 
prize ; and t^e former turned to Louis, 
saying he shoulfU lead the vojunteers 
in the sortie. ' He thanked the goternbr 
for the proposed distinction, but respect- 
lully reminded him ^ of the Marquis’s 
parting commands. Every lip,was now 
opened upon tKe absurdity of Santa Cruz 
attempting to curb events by such ill- 
judged caution ; aiuj as de Penil persisted 
m pressing the advantage of the present 

\OL. IV. 
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moment, hfe triumphantly called on Louis 
to give the* Marquis’s reasons for such 
jealous prevention. 

Louis calmly e3JJ)lained the incapability 
of Ceuta to'defend itself, should the sally 
be repulsed by the enemy. Me gave his 
’^•reasons for this,opinion, by enumerating 
4,11 the wants and defects of the garrison ; 
and ended by reg^ating the positive charge 
of the Marquis Sanfa*C,r»z, that no egress 
should bft made‘^rom'the Spartish lines, 
until his return with suffioient means to 
render defeat almost impossible. 

De Montemar! ” exclaimed de Bias, 
“ these considera:tions are ^br grey hairs. 
If yqu'are ainbitiouS •• to be a soldier, 
begin^ at the right end; act before you 
think: and where can an enterprizing 
spirit have so fair^a field as against these 
insolent barbarians ? ” 

“ Courage,” rejoined de Penil, glan¬ 
cing superciliously on Louis, ■ “ is an es¬ 
sential quality in* a s<!ldier! ” , 

. “ So essential,*’ replied Louis, “ that 
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he cannot maintain obedience to his com¬ 
mander without it.” 

“ Some orders are safely obeyed! ” said 
dc Patinos with affected carelessness. “ A 
parade at Vienna, and a sortie from Ceute 
are different things ! ” 

“ When disobedience is a proof 
courage and good discipline, ” returned 
Louis, “ I may have the honour to meet 
your approbation,,. Count de Pajinos. 
Meanwhile, trust t?»e Count de Bias, 
who is the govetnor of this garrison, and 
on whose resj)onsibility h^ngs its fate ; I 
trust, wherever he may chuse to place 
me, he will not doubt finding me at my 
post.” 

De Patinos started angrily frdm *!iis 
seat. — Louis rose also. 

“ Gentlemen,” criod de Bias, “ what is 

it you mean ? ” 

0 

“ To shew I can .revenge insult! ” 
cried the haughty Count, touching his 
SMjprd, “ if if be within the calculation 
of that philosopher to bid me draw it.” 

H (2 
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Louis bo^ed with rising passion j and 
with a countenance whose lightning 
glances could hardly be restrained from 
giving the defianoe his‘better principles 
refused, he gternly answered:— 

, Count de Patinos, I do not wear the 
King’s sword, to draw it at the.prompting 
of every wordy spirit. If 1 have in¬ 
sulted you unprovoked, I submit myself 
to the judgement of all present, and am 
ready to s/;and yoiir firei But oh the re¬ 
verse, I mean not to assert, that courage 
by a private duel, which the public ser¬ 
vice will so soon put to the proof.” 

De Penil prevented an lusoient retort 
frorh de Patinos j and dp Bias interfering 
with a real interest in the reconciliation 
of the two young men, the haughty 
Spaniard grumbled^ out an enforced apo¬ 
logy, aud.left the room. 

Don Joseph was conscious that he, too, 
had been guilfy of impropriety towards 
the Marquis de Moijtemar; but he was 
too proud to acknowledge error to one 
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so much his junior j and ifaw liim re¬ 
tire to his quarters with an admiration of 
his superior self command, which he 
would have been' glad To emulate, but bad 
not generosity enough to praise. 

Piqued into obstinacy, he Drged de 
Bias to put the garrison into immediate 
preparation for an aftapk upon the enemy’s 
trenches;, and with the rising sun,, the 
ground before the fortress was fiUed with 
Spanish* trooj)s. 

Nothing coulc? have been more grateful 
to the views of Ripperda. He knew the 
weakness of his opponent in numbers and 
artillery ; ar.d from a forward eminence 
in his lines, witlf the aid of hia glass, he 
counted the Spanish columns as thejTcle- 
filed through their gates j and believing 
them devoted to his*sword, he turned to 
the Moors, whjose thickening ranks black¬ 
ened the ground around them; and ad¬ 
dressed them in a style* to arouse their 
fifrcest passions. • He described their 
former empire in Spain ; he recapitulated 
.n 3 
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the various Victs of injustice wliith ban¬ 
ished them tb»t kingdom; he exposed the 
tyrannous animosity of the Spaniards to 
the past and prestMt generations of the 
Moors j and ,set ibrtli the shame of per¬ 
mitting so oppressive a race to maintain 
r. foot ef land in Barbary. 

The Moors anweretbhis inflaming elo¬ 
quence as he expected j and with furious 
gesticulations and curses which rent the 
air, they demandedto be led a^inst their 
hereditary enemies. Me mounted his 
horse; and giving his orders of battlg into 
the l)ands of his twoTeading coadjutors, 
8idi Ali, and the Hadge '• Adelmelek, 
marched out at the head of his troops 
intb^thg open field. 

The Spaniards were led on, in two 
wretchedly appointed battalions, by de 
Bias, and Don Joseph de Penil. Count 
de Patinos, in the arrogance of his as¬ 
sumed contempt'of Louis, volunt3ere<fhis 
services at the head of a small detachmept 
of troops, which the governor considered 



THE PASTOR'S FJRE-SIDE.. 151 

the his cavalry. De’ Montemar, 

and Don Ferdinand commanded the men 

t 

who were to carry the trenches. 

This first atchievengent vas speedily 
done. The jvorkmen fled without resist¬ 
ance; and even the soldiers in^the pa¬ 
rallels, when they had discharged their 
fire, threw down^^heii' arms before th€ 
overwhelming enemy, and begged quartet. 
But no time was granted to yield, or to 
receive mercy. Every, avenue from the 
Moorish camp ppured forth troops; 
and at this moment they came rushing on 
like a storm. They charged over their 
vanquished comrades; and over-leaping 
every obstacle, fejl upon the Spanish, ad¬ 
vance with a shock that broke’ i^ Use. 
The havock was as great as the surprise; 
and the way was soon open to the attack 
of the second division, it made a halt, 
and stood firmT Louis collected the fugi¬ 
tives from the first line, ajnd formed them 
behind their conirades, while the battle in 
front became close and complex. The 

H 4' 
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Infidels, co^'irary to their wonted custom, 
fought hand to hand; and rallied two 
or three times, when any extraordinary 
press of Spanish fcg'ce compelled them to 
lecede. 

• Aben Humeya shewed ah eminent 
e'xaraple of faith in his new creed. He 
appeared to take no^ pare of his person, 
but rode about un'der the heaviest vol- 
lies, exhorting, end charging with his 
men till at length, .after prodigious 
efforts, the Spaniards jverc obliged to 
give ground. They retreated; but it was 
with a backward step j while the Moors, 
crowding on them, horse an(J, foot, broke 
the .line in every direction. In some 
pl^Sj^tlie victors so mingled with the 
vanquished, that it rather resembled an 
affray of single combatants, than a con¬ 
test of regular troops. The depth of de 
Montemar^s little phalank, was insuf¬ 
ficient to sustain (.the weight of the Basic’s 
charge; it was penetrated and turned; 
and in the moment of its defeat, the horse 
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of Don Ferdinand was shot lj|id fell. A 
Moor raised his lance to dispatch its 
rider, when Louis dashed between his 
friend and the ijnfidelj and received the 
weapon on his face. A random shot 
killed the lancer, while another ^ave the 
just rescued Ferdinand a less mortal 
wound. 

The Basha, after being twice unhorsed 
himself, cnt off the squadron under De 
Patinos^ and ^he coipusion among the 
Spaniards being redoubled by Count de 
Bias falling at the same time, the panic- 
struck' infantry retreated pell mell into 
their outworks, hardly closing the gates 
on the triuniphant infidels at their heels. 
As Don Joseph* de Penil galfop^ecL tn- 
wards the principal entrance, he passed 
Louis de Montemar, who, black as a 
Moor with smoke and toil, stood by a 
field piece, which he had brought to that 
spot, to cover the-fliglit oj^'the Spaniards j 
and was firing it on the pursuers, with a 



LH ,1'HE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 

' J 

quickness i^nd efiect, that cleared tlie 
way to a considerable distance. 

The enemy halted before this formid¬ 
able barrier; for .Loms’s commands and 
example soon made it a battery; and as 
the grapp showered from it on all sides, 
the fugitive Spaniards entered the fortress 
lb safety. 

* Aben Humeya drew off his victorious 
troops •, but it was only the recoil of the 
tigeri to make his,.second spring decisive. 
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CHAP. VIII. 

All was disiaay within the Spanish linesil 
The Count* de Bias died in the arras oP 
the meii -who were beaa'ing him into, the 
castle ; and Don Josepliv de Penil was so 
severely wound&d*, tha,t he dropped off 
his horse as soon as it had cleared the 
draw-bridge into Ihe fortress. Half the 
garrison was slain or missing; and no 
officers ol' rank returned alive from the 
field, but wfiat were borne in on tljeir 
cloaks, — sad, rftangled victims’ of J^e 
preceding rashness. 

When Se Penil’s wounds were dress¬ 
ed, and lie heard the state of his men, 
he was driven bo despair. He called for 
the Marquis do Monteray, as the only 
person in ‘whose steadiness to the last, he 
feh he could place ‘any*confidence. All 

H fiv 
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who approl^ched him came trembling; 
and, from confusion of mind. Contradict¬ 
ed each other in e^y account of the 
garrison, excepting t* „one, that its de¬ 
struction was now inevitable! 

When Louis obeyed the GeheraJfiPnm- 
mons, he corroborated the observations 
bf De Penil’s own senses ; and told him 
that a contagious ' fear unmanned every 
heart; and that 4he eyes of the soldiers 
continually turn^^ towards the sea, with 
a more evident wish for escape than re¬ 
sistance. While Don ioseph listened to 
the consequences of his own headstrong 
folly, and saw the bloody evidence of the 
courage he had pretended to doubt, on 
the cheek of the brave narrator, he obey¬ 
ed the noble shame which coloured his 
own; and, having uttered a frank apolo¬ 
gy for his former condhct, as frankly ask- 
fed for his opinion on the present crisis. 

Liouis did npt hesitate to say, that he 
believed the Moors could not see th^r 
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advantage without attemptyhig to storm 
the place. 

“ And they will take it ’to a certainty,” 
replied De Penib ‘ “ In the present dis¬ 
position of the men there can be no re- 
si^^ce.” 

Without resistance they are lost!” 
returned* Louis. “ There are no ships 
for flight, and tlie Moors grant no te/ms 
in a surrender.” 

“ Then e\fery man must fight* for his 
life!” cried De Penil. “ if will yet do 
my duty from* this bed; and you, De 
Montemar, must act from my authority.”* 

Louis did not now demur. He was 
ready to clo all in his power to stop the 
torrent, who^*sluice Ife would have pre- 
vented being broken down, Without 
losing time in sending for those paralized 
officers, who wandbred from place to place 
at their wit.’s end, De Penil’consulted his 
young co-adjutor oln every resource ; and 
while 'he marvelled at so comprehensive 
a judgment in s!) inexperienced a soldier, 



158 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 

he adopted many of his suggestions, 
that dispositions were soon made for 
the defence of Ceuta, of better promise' 
than those which h%d placed it in sucli 
extremity. 

Louis wrote * down the necessary, ar¬ 
rangement ; and when it was finished, 
the'wounded General was laid on a litter, 
and* carried out along the ramparts; 
where, after he had said a few Words of 
encouragement to tlj^^soldiers, Louis/ead 
aloud the different orders for the defence 
of the garrison. 

' De Penil was too conscious of the evil 
his impatience had wrought, not to do 
his utmost to prevent yet more disastrous 
consQjpjenc^s; an^, while ‘ he exhorted 
the men to stand to their guns, and never 
to leave their ground but with their lives, 
he himself took an oath before them never 
to surrender.* He told them-to obey the 
Marquis de Montjemar as his represen¬ 
tative. 

“ But for his promptitude in mounting 
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the battery which covered/our retreat, 
and his steadiness in maintaining it,” 
added the General, “ we should not now 
have Ceuta to defen^.” 

The soldiers knew this as well as their 

commander, and with a sincere hurrah 
*■* » 

of obedience, followed their officers' to 
their respective duties. 

Exhausted, and almost fainting, 4)e 
Penii ordered the littor to his quarters j 
but l\e held *himsel|^np with assumed 
strength, till the»>walls of his apartment 
permitted over-task,ed nature to sink un¬ 
der the pain of his wounds. 

Louis’s ^spirit rose with the summons 
for exertion. His calm collectivgness 
in dispensing dis commands, And ip^ant 
apprehension of what was most proper to 
be done, from objects of the greatest im¬ 
portance to the minutest inquiry from 
the meanest’workmen in the*lines, reviv¬ 
ed courage in the faintgst heart, and in¬ 
spired the brave with an animation equal 
^o his own. 
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After he seen every thing prepar¬ 
ed foi tlie anticipated assault, he returned 
to De i’enil, to inform him of the favour¬ 
able aspect his commands liad produced. 
Having found the General in a state of 
anxiety that lobked for such intelligence 
to 'enable him to seek the repose his con¬ 
dition needed, he elosed his communica- 
tiops with assuranceffof hope ; and, leav¬ 
ing him to rest, proceeded to the quarters 
of Dob Ferdinand, 

His wound was deep, but not danger¬ 
ous ; yet the alarm for his life had been 
- so great, before the extraction of the ball, 
that one of the surgeons dispatched a 
messenger immediately across the strait, 
wit^intelligence to Santk Cruz of the 
perilous*^state of his son, and the jeopardy 
of the garrison. 

When Louis found what had been 
done, he r^jirimanded the man for pre¬ 
suming to send off any account, before 
the official reports of the affair could be ^ 
duly ascertained. ' Th^i other surgeons 
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assured the young commaMer that his 
friend was not to be despaired of; and, 
with the feelings of a brother for the son 
oi‘ the revered Santa Cruz, he entered his 
apartment. 

“ De Montemar,” cried IJerdinand, 
stretching out his hand to him, “ dearer 
lips than mine jjjust thank you thafl 
live.” 

Louis Smiled as ne «sed to do in his 

# • 

unclouded days pf haj^ness Ood is 
good in yet giving life a value to me, by 
making me his instrument to preserve my 
friend. While I may be such,” added 
he, with'a ^deeper expression,' and press¬ 
ing Ferdinand’s ^hand between his, V‘ I 
feel the son of Ripperda is not ‘comalote- 
lylost!” 

Ferdinand did not understand all the 
reference of this almost unconscious apo¬ 
strophe; but*. supposing it arose from 
some free remarks of th^ Count de Pati¬ 
nos which might have reached his ear, 
iffe replied with earnestness:— 
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' « 

“ 11 rit htbiii qui rit le dernier / The 

sneers which De Patino. dared venture 
« 

against the Duke de Ripperda’s escape 
from liis enemies, and the unsullied ho¬ 
nour of De Montemar, were visited on 
his head t^iis day. J saw him fly before 
the negro guards of Aben Binneya j and 
I'have since been* tolitj*, that he and his 
wHole squadron threw dowh their arms 
before the barbarian.” 

• 

“ That t^ey may.'be his prisonecs,” re¬ 
plied Louis, “ is too lil^lj’; but what¬ 
ever may be the Count de. Patinos’ un¬ 
generous enmity against men whq never 
voluntarily gave him offence, ,I must ex; 
oneiete him of the chai se of cowardice. 
I belic’i#? him brave; and all 1 have now 
to wish is, that he may be treated accord¬ 
ing to his merits as a soldier, by the 
hands into yrhich he has fallen.” 

At nine o’clock, Touis went the round 
of his posts, andvfound all in good order. 
The men were in spirijts, though it wfls 
easy to discern, even by the naked eye. 
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that a threatening commotion continued 
along the enemy’s lines. 

By his glass, earlier in the evening, he 
had observed the appa'oach of artillery, 
and some other signs which convinced 
him of the necessity of Don,Joseph’s 
precaution, l^r his own part, he never 
retired under coviw; the'whole night, bUt 
kept his station on tfie best point of oS- 
servation, — a Jow§r at* the extremity of 
the outworks. 

About the watch of the night, which 
is called by the Moors, Latumar, being 
their fiftlj^hour of prayer, the sky was in- 
VQlved in total darkness ; but the atten¬ 
tive ear of Louis heard a distant mur- 
muring. It was demonstrative of ^ ap¬ 
proach he expected j and having per¬ 
sons iieai’ him for the purpose, he dis¬ 
patched them to the lines to (jrder every 
one to be prepared. 

In less than a quarter of an hour 
Hfter he had taken hijs own most effici¬ 
ent station, tlie flash of cannon and of 
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musquetry lit the plain for a moment, 
like the splendour of day i and, in the 
next, the roaring of the gura, and the 
smoke of the explosion," rocked the for¬ 
tress to its fQundation, and involved the 
whole atmosphere in sulphureous clouds. 
The ordnance on the walls of Ceuta were 
not silent; and the mwteial bombardment 
in" the intermitting darkness, was render- 
ed more terrific by the savage cri4"s of 
the besiegers mingling their horrid war- 
whoop with the hissingrof the musquet¬ 
ry, and the tremendous thunders of the 
cannonade. 

Where lus father was in the midst of 
this*’dreadful contest, 'nftore than once 
shOt^i« direful question across the mind 
of Louis; but he dismissed the paral¬ 
yzing thought. He was there to de¬ 
fend the cause of his country and the 
faith of his fathers; and he must not al¬ 
low the yearnings of his heart to unman 
his fidelity. ^ 

He flew from the bastion on which he 
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stood, at the moment he heard a cry of 
triumph from the scene below. In defi¬ 
ance of shells and raking fires, these des¬ 
perate barbariails had rushed on, and 
pointed their guns till a. breach was 
made. Louis ordered a rampart to he 
immediately raised on the ruins, but the 
gabions were hainily rolled forwarcf, aM 
the cannon planted, when a tumbrel blew 
up, and rendered the ‘egress wide/ and 
more accessible eluin bdfore. •The stone 
battlements shook under his feet like an 
earthquake, while the fragments frdm 
the torn^ainpart, the smoke, and the 
scorching pfewder, covered him witli view¬ 
less horror. Xl*ere was not the pSuse 
of a moment between the explosicfBf file 
dispersion of the smoke, and the most 
dreadful conflict of the day. 

Aben Humeya had prepared for an es- 
* calade ; and the very band which plant¬ 
ed the c^pscent on the tdwers of Larach, 
^as the first who scaled the walls of 
Ceuta. 
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The contest at the breach was as san¬ 
guinary as it* was decisive. The Moors 
were twice repulsed with terrible slaugh¬ 
ter; and the mo?e terrible the second 
time, as it was quickly known, by the in¬ 
trepid desperation of the assailants, that 
they were led on by the Basha himself. 
I^ouis’s umeceding arfli* had tumbled the 
, leader of the first division from his foot¬ 
ing on the wall; and at his fall his fol¬ 
lowers had given‘’ground. On the se¬ 
cond assault, he was coittending with the 
invincible devotedness of a man who 
knew that spot was the key of the for¬ 
tress, when his father’s voice*'assailed his 
ear.' A flash of muskfctry shewed the 
jewelled chelengk in his turban, as he 
mounted the farther ridge of the plat¬ 
form, slippery with blood, and called on 
his men ta support him. In another mo¬ 
ment, two Biscayan grenadiers held the 
Basha betvt een their weapons anii the pin¬ 
nacle of the battlement. A choice of 
death seemed the only alternative,—their 
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swords, or precipitation over the preci¬ 
pice. The Moors who prtessed IbrM'atd, 
were cut to pieces by the Spaniards 
on the breach; arid Louis saw nothing 
but destruction to his father, when rush¬ 
ing towards the spot, in the mdriient Rip- 
perda’s weapon shivered against those,of 
liis enemies, he 'ttire.w himself, sword^n 
hand, bqjtween the Biscayans and their 
prey, franticly exclaiming: 

“ l*Iie Baslia'is th^ goverrtor’s prison¬ 
er.” But the Strokes which were level¬ 
led at Ripperda’s breast were sheathed in 
his soriifc Before the Spaniards could 
check then* arms, he was cut through the 
shoulder and sfabbed in his «ide; but 
the men recoiled on finding tifey liad 
wounded their leader; and in the in¬ 
stant, Sidi Ali mounting the height with 
a fresh hord§ of triumphant Moors, they 
siirrounded Aben Humeya, believing the 
day won. But as Ali’s^hand'planted the 
Pttoman standard amidst the still grap¬ 
pling of foe to foe, pnd the anathemas of 
' 1 ' 
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the Christian against the ferocious curses 
of the Moor, • the clouds of smoke rolled 
away from the eastern point of the ram¬ 
part, and the goltlen hfead of the sun 
peered from the horizon. Its first ray 
shot direct upon the radiant crest of A- 
ben Humeya, and a rifle took aim. The 
ball struck; and, in^spite of a momentary 
exertion in its victim to spring forward, 
he staggered and fell into the arms of his 
followers. ' 

A woeful yell announced to ttie legions 
below, that some direful disaster had hap¬ 
pened. The cry was echoed from rank 
to rank with shrieks and howrings j and 
a single blast of a trunq^t immediately 
succd^ad. The breach was abandoned, 
as if by enchantment. jThe firing sunk 
at once into a dead oalm; and the flight 
of the.Moors through the yet hovering 
smoke, sounded in the darkness-like the 
vdngs of many birds brushing the sands 
belore the sweep ol' some coming storm,, 
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CHAP. IX. 

The Queen’s cabinet at Seville* was em¬ 
ployed on -many projects besides that qf 
sealing the union betjyeen Portugal and 
Spain. The venerable Grimaldo was just 
dead; and the •affairs of state falling en¬ 
tirely idto the m’anag^ent of the Mar¬ 
quis de Castellor'and the Count de Paz, 
she affected a warm interest in the for¬ 
mer, thongli she detested him in her 
licart, not OTly as the most successful ri¬ 
val of her regratJted Ripperda,. but be¬ 
cause his talents were equal to his^mbi- 
tion. And what was more provoking to 
a despotic woman, he made her feel that 
he could maintain his ground by the same 
surreptitious art he had obtained it. 

The Count de Paz was*a mafi of a dif- 
fej;ent complexion.* Covetousness,- and 
an abject dependent, on individual fa-, 
vat. rv. 


I 
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voiir, tethered his vain-glorious spirit to 
a boundary'he panted to overlea}), but 
everlastingly found it a liinit he could 
not pass. This man,* Isabella used as 
her instrument, and by his connivance, 
admitted a third person to their private 
.pouncils, who commanded Jn'm with the 
invincible power qf a superior demon. 

In obedience^ to the QiKHyi, and this 
her secret counsellor^ he»was to iiifluence 
the Manpiis de Castellbr to extort an act 
of aggression from flic Frcncli arms 
against the German Emperor. 

Since the public betrothmep'’; of Maria 
Tlieresa to the rrince of Lorraine, Isa¬ 
bella had become recofitiled lo l.ouis tlie 
Fifteenth ; and slie now wanted to attack 
the grasping {lower of the rival Ern))irc, 
by a concerted act of ojien hostility. 
France \f’as to in\ ade Ausjtria ori the side 
of Germany; while Spain, in conse¬ 
quence of the'death of the Duke of Par¬ 
ma, should resist the pretensions of fhe 
Emperor to that dptchy ; and, in support 
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»)t' the rights of Prince Carlos, (the late 
Duke’s kinsman, anti Isabellil’s son,) over- 
j un that part of Italy wi^ Spanish troops. 

Her secret covlnsellor had already mov¬ 
ed the cardinal minister of the French 
King to thwart the establishment of the 
j)i ;;gmatic .sanction ; and through the, 
()iieeu of Spain and, De Paz, he hati 
ernwn from the treasury of Philip a large’ 
ubsidy to support the pretensions oi'Ba- 
ana. 

Oi .he open rfljdure between Isabella 
■ iiid the. Empress, the former was not long 
at a loss ’'ow to revenge herself on the 
■-lide atiihivi-m of her rival. llermid- 
. ight fai'hLar wliii^pered the means, lie 
I old her that Gibraltar was not nioi'e* th*e 
hn tress ol England than of .Austria. Wlio- 
rver possessed that reck, coiiimandcd the 
Mediterranean^ and bound ah oji its 
itunks to his ieet. Tlw) interest of Atis- 
tria and the House of JJruuswick were 
now tlie^ same. He therefbix; exhorted 
iter to categoriealiv demand Gibraltar oh 
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the King of England; and to make her 
husband and his council, see the wisdom 


of considering the King of England 
who would restore that ^em to the Spa¬ 


nish crown. 


• One &f the last acts of Geoi’ge the 
First was to reject this demand with a 
positive refusal; a.nd the following even¬ 
ing saw a tall, dark man, of a noble mien, 
pass^nto the private cabinet of the King 
of Spain. They 'were ^lone together for 
some time; and then the Queen and the 
two ministers of state being introduced, 
a paper was signed in their p’-,osence by 
Philip and the stranger, aiid the royal 
seiSs of Spain and of Great Britain so- 
lemS^ affixed to the deed. . 

Santa Cruz met this personage as he 
withdrew throughthe vestibule of the 
King’s apartment. He knew him, and 
stood with his hat in his hand till he 


passed. 

“ Do not repeat what you have seen^,” 
whispered Isabella, who found the Mar- 
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quis gazing after him j “ but now 
read my riddle. A few months may sec 
you governor of Gibraltar! ” 

“ The trenches of am Roque must 
tirst be opened in England!” replied he, 
answering her gay smile with, unusual 
gravity. 

“ No,” was her reply; “ there we 
spring a mine j and the best engineer in 
Christendom ha^ hia hand on the match.” 

Santa Cruz understood enough of her 
meaning, not to <nake a second observa¬ 
tion in so public a passage ; and bowing 
to her beckoning finger, he followed her 
into her apartment. 

He held in hand the first official 
dispatches from Ceuta. The la^L-had 
not arrived. But the fugitive merchants 
irom Larach were then in the palace, 
with their calamitous account of the fall 
of that fortress. 

The Queen was enraged at these deter¬ 
mined acts of hostility in the man to 
whom she had condescended to humble 
I’S 
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herself as a suppliant; and vehemently 
arraigning the insolence that durst dis¬ 
dain her returning favour, she preceded 
Santa Cruz to tne chartiber of her royal 
husband. 

, On the King’s being told the fate of 
Larach; and learning, by tixe discomfi¬ 
ture of Don Joseph de Penil, how near¬ 
ly Ceuta had shared the same disaster, 
he issued his orders tliat .the troops just 
called oir‘/‘rom the lines of San 'Iloque, 
should be employed without delay in a 
final vindication of the Christian name in 
the ])lains of Barbary. 

These forces had been intended by Isa¬ 
bella and her seci'et ce^insellor, to make 
a 'descent on the British shore •; and there, 
as Santa Cruz had guessed, assert tlic 
rights of him who had purchased the sup¬ 
port of Bhili}) by a written pledge for tlu' 
restitution of Gibraltar. But at this mo¬ 
ment resentmeht obliterated every pro¬ 
mise ; and, in the.rage of revenge against 
the man who had disdained her, more as 
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a woman tlian a queen, slic at once an¬ 
nounced to her husband, th^t it was his 
own rebellious subject, the Duke de Rip- 
perda, who, under the iCsumed name of 
Aben Huineya, but as a real apostate and 
a traitor, waged war in Africa against his 
King and his God. 

Philip’s amazement tvas creditable to' 
his heart; and, when unqueslionabl/ 
convinced,* his indignation against the 
Duke’s. irreligioR suptfj.’§eded the expect¬ 
ed resentment foj' his rebellion. He sum¬ 
moned his council j and in full assembly 
of the ministers and grandees, degraded 
the Duke' 'le llij)perda from all his ho¬ 
nours, hereditary jj,nd by creation ; confis¬ 
cated his estates ; and ord ered’the,arms 
of his family to be obliterated from the 
Spanish college of arms. 

M’ith the feelings of an ancient Spanish 
nobleman, Safita Cruz saw the rapidity of 
this act of disgrace. Nothin consideration 
of the degraded Duke; for in becoming 
afi infidel, he had sunk himself below the 
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power of man to cast him lower j but 
compassion Ipr his blameless and exem¬ 
plary son, filled the heart of Santa Cruz 
with honourable Sympathy. 

The Queen turned on him at the mo¬ 
ment, ai\d observing the expression of 
his countenance, said with a taunting 
Surprise; — 

“ Marquis, you pity this renegade!” 

“ Madam,” replied he,^“ I respect the 
Marquis de Montc^snar.”, 

Isabella drew towards rthe King. 

“ Your Majesty will grant an exception 
in behalfofthatyoung man ? Recovered 
the retreat of de Penil into^Jeuta, and 
merits some exemption, from the univer- 
salostigfna on his father.” 

“ We may consider that hereafter,” 
replied the King, ‘‘ meanwhile let the 
edict be published.** 

The messenger from the surgeon at 
Ceuta, who dispatched him during the 
panic immediately succeeding the return 
of the unfortunate sortie, went direct to 
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the Marquis Santa Cruz’s housd in Seville. 
The Marquis was from home, but the man 
delivered his credentials to the servants j 
and with the eagerness M a first bringer 
of news, gave an exaggerated account 
of the defeat of Don Joseph, the death 
of de Bias, and the wounded state of 
Don Ferdinand d’Osorio. He closed- 
his report of the latter, by s-aying, he waj 
rescued by the intrepid, interference of 
the Marquis dd Montpmar, from sliaring 
the fate of the governor; iJiit as the 
Moorish sabres were generally venomed, 
little hope could be cherished of his ulti¬ 
mate recovery. 

On Santa Cruz’s return from the 
palace, he founfl his wife and’daughter 
in speechless agony, listening to this nar¬ 
rative of despair. He sent the man from 
tlie room ; and by reading the dispatch 
which the offieial messenger haS brought, 
lie succeeded in couvfncing them that the 
Moors di*d not poison their w-eapons, and 
I 5 ' 
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that the life of liis son was in no present 
danger. The Marchioness however, in¬ 
sisted on accompanying her husband to 
Ceuta; and M-jrcella, in a passion of 
tears, implored her father to permit her 
to be her mother’s attendant. 

Dreading that despairing love had pre¬ 
cipitated the vehement nature of her 
'brother, upon the swords of his enemies, 
Marcella now reproached herself for 
havi/ig so decisiy,(?]y, aiid thcretbre she 
thought cruelly, rejected his suit. In the 
pai’oxysm ol’ her grief and her remorse, 
she threw Iterself at her father’s feet; 
and to his astonishment, iij^ormed him 
of, Ferdinand’s love for tlie cousin of 
tjie Jilarnitis de Monfemar; declaring 
at ti;c same time, her own resolution no 
longer to oppose his wishes of' her pass¬ 
ing ))er life a professed nun ; provided 
iier \o\v‘s might be simply confined to 
celibac\^ and a secluded state; and For- 
dinand be allowed to marry the English 
ladv. 
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The Marquis was confquHded, and 
looked at his wife. 

“ It is too true j ” was heV reply to his 
enquiring eyes ; “ Ferdinand loves Alice 
Coningsby; and my invaluable child 
would make lierself the price of her bro¬ 
ther’s happiness.” 

“ Marcella,” replied iSanta Cruz, turn-, 
iiig witii solemnity to Ijis daughter; “ thi^ 
is not what I expected from you. You 
dishonour, your* father and your brqther, 
by your petition.' Ydli may accompany 
your motlier to liis sick couch ; and for 
tlie rest, should he recover, I hope he 
will find a fitter oblation to his blind pas¬ 
sions, than a sister’s and a parent’s con¬ 
science.” 

Marcella rose humbled from her kneesj 
and in speechless sorrow left the apart¬ 
ment. The Marquis'looked after her and 
sighed 5 and j;he Marchioness taking his 
iiand, pressed it to her lips, wet w ith her 
drowming tears, and exclaimetkj — 

I G . 
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( 

“ Better that we had never met, than 
that the purest offspring of our heaven- 
sactified union, should be consigned to a 
living tomb! G^li, Santa Cruz, why is she 
to be our victim!” 
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CHAP. X. 


Santa Cfiiz did not wait for the tedious 
embarkation of the‘troops, now under 
orders for Africa j but ^et forward imme¬ 
diately, accoihpahied by his wife and 
daughter; who both assumed the privi¬ 
leged habits of Sisters of Mercy^ in this 
their pilgrimage to a land of war and 
suffering. 

When he arrived at Ceuta, he was 
ignorant of tlfe attempt at stbrming,the 
place. The courier with that intelligence, 
had been taken by an Algerine row-boat, 
and carried into Oran. 

By this capture, Ripperda*became ac¬ 
quainted with all that had passed in the 
rescued’ fortress ; for the messenger was 
;ent in irons to him'. and the dastardly 
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comniuiiicativeiiess of the man was too 
clear an interpreter of the brief account 
in the dispatclies. 

Tlie Basha’s ^\^unds being aslant, and 
in tlie muscles of his breast, were slight 
and easy of cure j but that on his mind was 
not to be healed, wdien on awaking from 
hi;s swoon, he found himself thrown across 
accamel, and in full, retreat from the for¬ 
tress he believed in his liands.. lie was 
no socvier witliiii his otv'U entienchments, 
than both ofiiccj’s arid meii felt the weight, 
of his disappointment. He'suinmoned their 
several commanders into his pavilion, and 
accused them ol' cowardice, foP having 
made so unnecessary, and therefore.shame- 
f‘ul a flight. 

Adehnelek j)lcaded two reasons for 
this conduct. Their Basha’s supposed 
mortal wound; and its befalling him in 
tlie momeifi of sun-rise, secpied so signal 
a judgement on the Moors for their 
breach of" the prophet’s ordinance, in pur¬ 
suing the warfare into the salihath moruj 
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that with one consent they 'made the only 
expiation in their power, hy abandoning 
the scene of their impiety. 

Enraged at the subtilty of this apology, 
in which Ripperda saw tliat the jealousy 
of the Hadge was at the bottom of this 
retreat, he turned on him with derision, 
and bade him take that excuse to the 
Emperor, and see whether he most re¬ 
spected the enlargement of his empire, or 
the superstition,of at^'oward. 

“ Aben Huipcya,” replied the Hadge, 
regarding him with equal scorn ; “ If I 
am to be your messenger, one truth at 
least you-shall learn of me before I set 
out on my jounjey ! It is impossible for 
a bad Christian to become a*good Mus¬ 
sulman. Devout men are no changelings. 
He has little of the^spirit of religion, who 
finds an insurmountable stumbling-block 
in any disptite about the letter 5 and in 
my opinion, the man who more than once 

alters his faith, may shew himself a con- 

* 

^ 0 
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summate hypocrite, but he persuades 
no one to doubt the nothingness of his 
religion.” 

“ Your head, pk)ud bigot, shall answer 
for this insult! ” exclaimed Ripperda, 
starting from the cushion on which he 
lay. 

•“ The event of this siege,” replied the 
Hadge, “ will determine the fate of 
your’sl ” and with a threatening counte- 
nance,"he left the apartment. 

Nothing awed, by what he called this 
insolence in a man whose talents he 
despised, Ripperda was the more incited 
to shew his contempt of superstition; 
and the moment he withdrew, his re- 
pro/iches to the officers Were augmented 
in severity and reproof. He punished 
the soldiers in a more exemplary way; 
and published a proclamation, declaring 
that he would put to death any officer, let 
his rank be what it would, who should 
henceforth presume at any time to disobey 
his orders, or to desert his post on any 
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pretence whatever. He finished by pro¬ 
nouncing himselfj as the leader of the 
Mohammedan armies in Barbary, the 
best interpreter* of the prophet’s laws ; 
and that while he bore the standard of 
Mecca, the sabbaths of Jews, Mussulmen, 
or Christians, should be alike fix'e to the 
progress of his arms. 

The rigor of these threats, and this last 
assertion, *so C 9 ntr»ry to the customs of 
their faith, filled^^ the^Moors ^vith terror 
and amazement» but the full efiects of 
the manifesto were to be seen hereafter. 

While, these punishments and intimi¬ 
dations were going on, the courier taken 
at Oran, was brought to the camp before 
Ceuta. The Basha was now convalescent; 
and while the reading of the dispatches 
inspired his coadjutor Sidi Ali, with re¬ 
newed confidence in the reduction of the 
fortress, it doubly cj^asperated the pas¬ 
sions of Bippcrda, when be gathered from 
the report the dangerous state of his son. 

* The courier was commanded into his 
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presence ; and on examiniug him it was 
found that three ])arts of the garrison had 
fallen in the sortie and the defence of the 
town; that the Count de Bias was dead 
of his wounds; the commander, de Penil, 
incapable of service ; and that the young 
Marquis de Monteinar, wliose gallant ex¬ 
ertions filled so great a part in the dis- 
patclies, was in such extremity when the 
messenger came'offj that it was impossible 
he could now be alive. ■ 

Ripperda was no stranger to the voice 
that riislicd between him and his assailants 
in the breach ; but it passed him as 
the wind. Vengeance was then all that 
possessed^ his soul! But now that voice 
wks hushed for ever. In his first field his 
son had perished, — and perished against 
whom ? 

He sprang on his feet as the horrible 
images pressed upon his brain. Regard¬ 
less of who were present, he snatched up 
his sword: — , ^ 

“ I am alone! ” cried he, “ the last! 
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the last! ^ But I will yet uproot thee, 
murderous Sjjain, that dost thus riot in 
ray vitals! ” 

The prisoner and the attendants all fled 
from before the ter: ibie enunciatioti of 
his eyes. Sidi Ali alone had c-oiirage to 
lemain and.sieze th;' aimless weapon. 

“ Aben Humeya ! ’’ sai 1 l.e, “ what 
unmans you thus, before the eyes of 
slaves ?” 

“Were I less amaff,”crieciRipperda, 
turning his bunting eye-balls upon him ; 
“ I could bear it. But now the curse 
has fouiid me ! ” 



CHAP. XL 




When Santa Cruz landed at, Ceuta, he 
proceeded direct to the quarters of Don 

c * 

Joseph de »Penil, and was told there of 
the attempt to storm the (brtress, and its 
miraculous,defencb'by the inexperienced 
but intrepid son of Ripperda, Don Jo¬ 
seph's wounds were in a mending state j 
and from him he learnt, that his/son was 
also on the recovery; but less hopes 
durst be encouraged for,the Marquis de 
M’ontemar. 

“ The worst wound is in his heart!” 
remarked Santa Cruz. For it could no 
longer be„ disguised from de Penil and 
the whole garrison, .that Aben Humeya, 
the direful cause of all this bloodshed, 
was, though now an apostate and a rebel, 
once the great Duke de Ripperda, the 
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« 

universally honoured father of this noble 
young man! 

His public attainder, and disgraced 
name at Seville; had made the circum¬ 
stance known to all there ; and the new 
army spread it at once through the lines 
of Ceuta. , 

But there was a kind hand which ward- 
ed off a blow which might-diave been 
fatal to his bl^mekss son. Don Ferdi¬ 
nand afld Louis de Mcjrftemar lay in their 
wounds under the same roof; and by the 
same gentle ministry they were attended. 

The Marchioness and her daughter 
found no difference in their hearts be¬ 
tween the sufferers; for if thef one had 
the claims of a brother and a son iip6n 
their tenderness, the other had purchased 
tile life of that dear selative by the expo¬ 
sure of' his own ; and the bonds of grati¬ 
tude were not less sacred than those of 
kindred.. 

Marcella sought to cheer her brother, 
by assuring him that her prejudices 
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against a monastic life should no longer 

stand between him and his happiness, if 

that compliance with her father’s wishes 

could obtain liis consent to Ferdinand’s 

union witli the cousin of his friend. But 

§he did not withhold from her brother, 

the Marquis’s remark on the sacrifice she 

offered to make in his behalf. 

% * 

“ llowaver,” continued she, “ our 
auntj tlie ahbes's of the Prsallnes, is too 
charitable,to fbrcVmy eonscience'to more 
than the vow and the seclusion; and I 
trust that Heaven will not see any crime 
in a Protestant nun, worshipping-hi spirit 
and in trutli, by the side of sisters from 
whom tire cloud of error, has not yet been 
rftised! ” 

Ferdinand gazed upon his sister while 
she spoke. Was tlie fabled Iphigenia of 
Tauris half so fair, or the virgin daughter 
of Je})ht]iah so f ull, of youthful loveliness, 
as she who no\w talked, with such sweet 
smiles, of immolating herself for him ? 
She was indeed the victim, clad in the 
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lilly and the rose ; and the fragrance of 
the flowers, and tlie morninjt dew of their 
leaves, breathed and sparkled from her 
lips, as she pursued her disinterested 
theme. Bodily suffering, and hours of 
solitary reflection, lied opened to Ferdi¬ 
nand a clejir view of his former injustice 
in seeking hap])iness at the expence of 
his sister’s liberty ; and, abjuring such 
utter selflslnics!^ he was ashamed to ac¬ 
knowledge its late po'/er oves him, even 
by disavowing it« continuance ; and with 
a deep blush, and deeper sigh, he pressed 
her Ivand without a word. 

But in Marcella’s sejjarated heart, the 
vow of abjuratimi from the vyorld was 
already registered. She had now but one 
duty ;—to wait with her lamp trimmed, 
while she ministered to ail who needed 
her deeds of charity ; and, as a Skier of 
Mercy, W'hose garb she wore, she daily 
attended.her mother to tlie couch of the 
preserver of her brother. 

The Marchioness’s eager disposition 
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was always too hasty in imparting the 
evil as well as the good 5 and, therefore, 
her more considerate daughter implored 
her, and every body v/ho entered the 
room of the Marquis de Mohtemar, not 
to breathe a word of the sentence which 
Philip had passed upon the name of his 
father. From an instinct in her own bo¬ 
som, she knew that injuries are easier to 
be borne than disgrace ; and she guard¬ 
ed every 9,pproac}« to fhis ear with the 
watchfulness of an attendant spirit. 

As her own hand frequently adminis¬ 
tered the cordials to the silently-rufFering 
patient, his eyes thanked her, though his 
lips seldom moved. Hisi wounds were nu- 
raferous and excruciating; and, from the 
opium his surgeons mixed with every po¬ 
tion, he was almost ^ always in a seeming 
stupor. Put neither his mental percep¬ 
tions, nor the annotations of his heart 
shared the,lulling faculty. His .shrouded 

vision discerned the solicitude that hover- 

■) 

ed over him. He heard the tender voice 
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that gave directions for his comfort; he 
felt the soft touch of the* hand that 
smoothed his pillow; and his own spirit 
mingled in the pi'ayer which the holy ac¬ 
cents of Marcella murmured over his ap¬ 
parently unobserving form, when she 
gave place tp the persons whose medical 
balsams were less healing than the balm 
of her presence alone. 

“ It is the presence of virtue! ” said he 
to liiraselfi “ and that li the ministering 
angel of heaven.’' 

Lorenzo had shared his master’s dan¬ 
gers and' his wounds, as he had shared 
his sorrows and his prison. He had fol¬ 
lowed him from raiftpart to rampaat, stood 
by him on the breach ; and sunk under 
the same sweep of balls which had level¬ 
led both to the earth. As soon as he 
was able to le^ve his chamber,*116 pre¬ 
vailed on his attendagis to take him to 
that of his* master; for he'had been told 
of^the news which had. astonished the 
garrison;—that the exiled Ripperda was 

VC5,. IV. K 



194 ' THfi rAs'roR’s fire-side. - 

the man, who, under a Moorish name, 
now made S^pain tremble; and that the 
impotent revenge of the Spanish court 
was to deprive him of a title he had al¬ 
ready abandoned. 

• It was during the absence of the Mar¬ 
chioness and Ma.rcella at ra<itin prayers, 
^ that Lorenzo was borne to Louis’s apart¬ 
ment. l^tr?rant that any thing which 
the whole garrison knew, could have been 
withheld from hifii who Jiad most concern 
in it, Lorenzo, after his first felicitations 
on finding his master declared out of dan¬ 
ger, began to accuse the Spanish*, govern¬ 
ment for not sparing the honours of Rip- 
perda to the meritorious son, though it 
Iiad found it necessary to withdraw them 
from the rebellion of the father. Louis 
started.— 

“ Explain yourself, Lorenzo.” 

Lorenzo was. seized with a trembling 
that almost amounted to fainting, when 
he found that he had intimated what his 
master’s friends had deemed it prudent 
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to conceal. Louis regarded him with 
grateful pity, while he arme^d himself to 
hear whatever was then to be told. 

“ Do not hes’itate to speak all you 
know,” continued he j “ I have suffered 
too much to shrink now. . My heart has 
armour, Lorenzo, that j^he world guesses 
not.” 

Lorenzo burst into tears «*^ut he in- 
stantly told him all. Louis presse^^ his 
hand ; and, bidding Tfim ret«rn‘ to his 
room and take edre of himself; the faith¬ 
ful creature, with a full lieart, permitted 
the servants to carry him from the apart¬ 
ment ; and when the door was closed on 
everj' body, Loimi? laid himself back upon 
his couch. That was his hour of agony; 
all that was yet within him of the world, 
mingled with the pang of filial anguish, 
and agitated l\is spirit even unt» death. 

Ferdinand came into the room, leaning 
on his sister ; and taking'his seat by the 
sifle of liis friend’s bed, gently touched 
him;— 


K 2 
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“ Do you sleep, De Montemar ?” said 
he. “ Her^ is a fresh northern breeze 
in this sultry climate ! Open your eyes 
and receive the genial visitant!” 

Louis did not open his eyes, but he 
$ighed heavily, and half muttered in a 
smothered voice : “When shall 1 meet 
a genial visitant again ! Oh, Ferdinand,” 
added hej=‘-’>rning his face upon the hand 
of his friend, better had it been for 
me, had f never'Lc;en born ! ” 

Marcella was retiring-at the first excla¬ 
mation ; but, at the second, she paused 
and drew near. 

“ De Montemar,” said Ferdinand, 
“ what can prompt you who are so uni 
versally honoured, to such a sentiment ?” 

“ My father’s universal infamy,” re¬ 
plied Louis. “ He is now judged be¬ 
fore men and angels *, and where shall I 
hide my head!” 

“In the bosom of him who pierces 
' the heart- to purify it!” replied Marcella, 
as she sunk on her knees beside him. 
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“ He only who wilfully offends that gra¬ 
cious Being, may cry: Betierjbr me had 
I never been born ! If God have already 
judged your erring father before men and 
angels, and given that once illustrious 
name to universal infamy, receive that 
as a mercy ; as a punishment here, that 
it may be remitted hereafter.” 

Louis looked up from bj#thorny pil¬ 
low. He took hor hand, and pressed it 
with grateful fei vouMo his lips.— 

“ You, you,*lioly Marcella!” cried he, 
“ are tire genial visitant I saw not,—are 
the ffiessenger from heaven that speaks 
peace to my soid ! Pray for me 1 be¬ 
seech you j but, above all, pray for my 
misguided father. May he be redeemed; 
and for disgrace,—rtrampling, overwhelm¬ 
ing disgrace, let it*come ! ” 

The speech was begun to lier^but end¬ 
ed in an address to heaven, without far¬ 
ther consciousness of who were present. 

Ferdinand and his sister comprehend¬ 
ed that some person had betrayed to him 
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the secret tliby had so carefully conceal¬ 
ed ; and botH apprehended the effects of 
so sudden a blow upon a mind whose 
keen sense of honour seemed one with 
his being. 

When the Marquis Santa Cruz learnt 
what had passed, he went to thg couch of 
his yoilng friend; and dismissing every 
fJbrson, diamj^rsed with'him alone, for 
more than aiTTfeur. .Thg Marchioness 
met him in.i^e r^tem a? her son*, and 
with maternal anxiety, enquired the re¬ 
sult of his visit. 

“ I found him,” replied Santa Cruz, 
“ in a silence, which he had never broken 
since my son and daughtoc.lefl him; but 
when I spoke to him, he answered me 
firmly. And then I discovered that it 
was not so much tha publication of his 
father’s dishonour, which had^so affected 
him, as the conviction that such public 
degradation, by stiU farther incensing the 
Duke, was the seal of his estrangement 
from his religion and his country,” 
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“ He IS now an outcast \ ** ciied he, 
and driven to despair, lie will believe 
he is banished from the face of heaven 
and tlie Christian world for ever! ” 

“ Oil, iri^ fatlier,” cr^.Marcella, “is 
there not one who teMmies us tVhere all 
comfort is written ? And in those sacred 
pages we are told, ’that he who was 
cast out into the desert fofj^cking the 
promise 6f his Gpd, yct round an angel 
in th6 wilderness save hiof from 
perishing.” 

“ Louis dc Montemar is no stronger to 
the volume which is your stiidy, my 
child ; ” gently answered her father; 
“ and 1 soon ^learnt, that though human 
nature shrunk under the sttoke, there 
was a spirit within him that sustained 
and cheered him with a better hope.” 

“ My father,” said Marcella, laying 
her trembling hand on the arlh of the 
Marquis, “ can his faith be wrong, who 
is so supported ?” 


k*4 
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Santa Criiz shook off tliat appealing 
touch. A fleep thoughtfulness passed 
over his brow. It was troubled, but it 
was not seA’cre; and hb left the room 
without answering her. 
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CHAP. XII. 


It was some time after this conference, 
before tlie "army from tflie Peninsula were 
all arrived and disembarked^at Ceuta#* 
Santa Cruz had made k‘-.#^f master of 
every .information* r^pecting th« con¬ 
dition of the enemy; and f8and''thata 
large reinforcement of troops was daily 
expected from the interior provinces. He 
wished to bring Ripperda to a general 
battle, before this accession of cavalry 
should give the Moors so great an ad¬ 
vantage ; for his own columns were very 
slenderly supported by horse. 

The whole strength of the Ceuta army 
did not amount to more than fw^fcty-fivft 
thousand men ; but they were Resh and in 
spirits ; 'while the forces unde*r the Basha, 
were not merely red«ced to almost as 
K 0 



202 .the PASTOR'S TlKE-siOE, 

scu . *;y a number, but they were in des¬ 
pair at the cpntempt their leader sliewed 
to'thelaws of their prophet. Ten thousand 
Arabs had lately arrived, to strengthen 
the division under Sidi Ali{ and were 
disposed on the side of the mountain, to 
cover the camp. Some other general 
was to bring up 'the hordes from the in- 
'•terior; who were coming forward with 
savage eag^,^*?, to assist thci*- brethren 
in driving the Spj\^iards into tlie sea. 

Santa Cruz did not disturb the progress 
of Louis de Montemar’s recovery, witli 
any communication of these designs j 
but proceeded without any apparent ex- 
troardinary motion in the garrison, to 
draw out' his troops and'prepare tor the 
general attack. His position was fully- 
taken one morning belbrc it was light; 
and falling in the darkness upon the ad¬ 
vanced pWs of the Moors, the infidels 
in the trenches were cut off’ to a man 
before a gun was fired. 

Martini was th'e first who-brought hi'- 
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\naster intelligence of this,assault; for 
the Moors had conceived, so sullen a 
horror of their leader, that uncertain what 
to do, many of them would rather have 
suffered a ..total surprise of their camp; 
than saved themselves by yielding to the 
impious Aben Humeya an opportunity of 
establishitfg his power>with the Emperor. 
But a few minutes shewed the irresistibly 
ascendancy of boldness f*-J^ecision, over 
pusillanimity dnd wavering. Wlien Rip- 
perda knew the perif of his* camp; and 
issued from his tent in full military array, 
the awfulness of his heroic countenance, 
and the splendor of his arm.s, eclipsed all 
remembrance of his tyranny in some; 
and others dreading the resentment of so 
formidable a man, threw themselves for¬ 
ward to receive his commands. 

He ordered tlie gates of the camp to 
be thrown open before his hdfs'^ and he 
and his battalions, soon occupied the 
space between the entrenchments, and 
the rapid advance of the Spaniards; who 
• K f) 
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were now nearly within the range of his 
first line of batteries. 

The cannon began their summons 
of death. The rays of the morning, 
and the flashing of guns traversed 
each other in the passing shadows 
and rolling smoke of the contest. Dur¬ 
ing deep night, Santa Cruz had detach¬ 
ed a body of infantry with a few field- 
pieces, to to the left y. and by 

forming in a pass ^t the' bottom .of the 
hill, betweeli Ali’s camp and the Basha’s, 
cut off the former from coming to the sup¬ 
port of his colleague. 

Before Aben Huraeya marched out into 
the field, he dispatched two messengers j 
the one to- Sidi Ali with his commands, 
that he should come forward and attack 
the Spaniards in flank; and the other 
to Adelmelek, who was bringing up the 
columns ffbm the interior; to hasten 
onward, and confirm the anticipated 
victory. 

His orders being issued, the Basha bore ‘ 
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down upon the charging enemy with a 
shock as terrific as his own,; and with so 
decisive a weight of cavalry, that the 
Spaniards gave ground. While the Moors 
pursued this advantage, a report reached 
their leader that Ali was intercepted in 
the hills. With the quickness of light¬ 
ning, he detached a resolute body of troops 
to cut oflT, in tlieir turn, the division 
Spaniards which had h'^en sent on this 
dangerous erftcrp'rizc. 

The eyes of" Sanfa Cruz’werc not less 
alert in viewing the manceuvres of his 
enemy ; and at the very moment he w^as 
looking around to see whom he could en¬ 
trust with the important commission of 
opposing this force, to his astonishment 
he beheld Louis de Montemarat his side. 
He had heard the roll of cannon, and 
required no other summons. He was now 
mounted,-and in arms, as«iKjn perfect 
vigour, from his'hardly closed wounds. 
Without asking a qtiestiOn, the Marquis 
ordered him to take the command of a 
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certain body of cavalry; and lead them 
towards the hill, to the attack of the de- 
tachment dispatched from the Moorish 
camp. 

Louis obeyed; and performed his com¬ 
mission so completely, that the Moors 
were obliged to fall back, and shelter 
their flying squadrons behind the nearest 
batteries. But part of the troops which 
had previohsly^een sent to \va'tch the 
motions^ of Sidi Ali, seeing ‘the way plear, 
joined the chase; \nd so left a passage 
for the enemy. Profiting by the over¬ 
sight, Ali rushed from his lines; qnd 
taking the pursuing Christians in the rear, 
the shouts of the Moors, reanimated their 
fugitive brethren in front,' who turned 
like a host of tigers at bay; and all at 
once Louis found himself between two 
fires. 

But it not the object of Sidi Ali to 
waste his time in the es:tirpation of a part, 
w'hen the whole ’(vas near, to yield a 
mightier revenge to the conqueror. He 
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advanced with rapidity and good order, 
to the support of the liashh ; whose left 
flank, where he had thrown himself in 
person, w^as already turned by the furious 
onset of the S})aniards. Seeing the ap¬ 
proaching squadrons of Ali, Aben Hu- 
meya rallied his receding men ; and pre¬ 
cipitating himself and a chosen cohort 
upon the most effective engine of the ene¬ 
my, (which was one of tlie Moorish batfe^ 
ries turned upon themselves,) he retook 
it, and discharged K on itj^ late masters. 
The fresh tiuops of Ali came on with 
shouts like thunder; and the Christians, 
who expected nothing less than this ncw‘ 
attack, supported the charge only for a 
while. Abei>Hi,mieya brought up a kind of 
flying battery of his own construction; and 
his adversaries being tlirown into confu- 
sion by its incessant fire, turned to fly. The 
Basha left the fugitives to mov-^ 

ed to the centre, which w as now hardly, 
pressed by Santa Cruz himself. " 

Until now, the^Spanish leader had not : 
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exposed his own person; but. when he 
found that part of his army assuming the 
same retrogade motion with the left wing, 
he saw the necessity of shewing his ow'u 
persona] courage, and fighting man to 
man. 

Here was the shock and the tug of the 
day. Aben Humeya and Santa Cruz, 
were alike seen in every part of the field, 
a^ if their bodies, as w'ell as their minds, 
had the propcrty'of omnipresence. Blood 
streamed on ^every sVde ; and the terrific 
screams of the wounded hoises, mingling 
with the groans of the dying; and the 
‘ yells or shouts of the victors ; the brajung 
of the trumpets, the rolling of the drums; 
and the roaring of the gUns, shook the 
earth, and seemed to tear the heavens, 
j The echoes were tremendous from the 
' caves and summits of ‘the overhanging 
1 mountains; ge^to the crazed invagination 
, of fear, the Genius of Spain and of Bar- 
bmy appeared ,to hang in the clouds of 
10 
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battle, and to clash their di'eadful arms, 
in horror of the equal tight. 

But in the moment of loudest ac¬ 
claim in the centre, while the helmeted 
turban of the Basha shone resplendent 
in anticipated victory, and his watchmen 
looked frotn his towers in the camp, for 
the approach of Adelmelek, a howl of 
dismay issued from the left f and th6 
thronging squadrons of lialf Ali’s divi¬ 
sion spiked themselt^fes upoij the* points 
of the Spanish kne. 

Louis had no sooner seen that the Sidi 
Imtl })assed, and driven this wing of the 
Spaniards from their ground, than recal¬ 
ling his own .s?iuadrons, and marching 
behind the rolling smoke to the right, he 
came in van of their flying comrades j 
and making a hasty chevaux de Jrize of 
his pikes, he permitted the ii^itives to 
pass through and form behind, while the 
eneiny^s horse found* their fate on his 
iron rampart. Field-pieces were rapidly 
brought forward to confirm this stand j 
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and the leader of the Arabs falling bv 

<5 ml 

the first expibsion, the Moors turned and 
fled towards their lines. 

The centre and the right flank desen- 
cd the confidence of their leader; but 
the star of Ripj)erda was now on its last 
horizo)!. The Moors fought lyith despe¬ 
ration for empire,—for paradise! He 
'l>erformed^)rodigies of valour! The fabled 
exploits of romafice were po longer mar¬ 
vellous' to them wiio beheld Aben Hu- 
meya; but the Spanish numbers and dis¬ 
cipline overpowered it all. 

Louis saw that, on that field, his fa^ 
tber’s power in Africa, and perhaps him¬ 
self, would on that day perish. Through 
the flashes of musquetry and of cannon 
shot, he saw that father moving in every 
direction, with tlie consummate general¬ 
ship of ajpractised soldier, with a deter¬ 
mined resolution that merited a better 
cause. Louis was ^ desperate and devot¬ 
ed as himself; and though actuated by 
different principles, and exposing their 
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lives on adverse sides, they* seemed ac¬ 
tuated by the same spirit, t6 conquer or 
to die. 

The Moorish entrenchments were for¬ 
ced in every point, the ditch filled with 
the slain, the camp set on fire that no de¬ 
lay might be made for plunder} and the 
infidels who survived, flying in every di¬ 
rection, without a leader, and.without a 
refuge. 

The* slaughter wai» as tremendbus as 
the discomfiturekwas signal and conclusive. 

At the entrance of the mountainous 
trade between the base of Abyla and the 
hills of Tetuan, the pursuing army was 
encountered by an ambuscade from Adel- 
melek’s division. The envious Moor had 
disobeyed Aben Humeya’s orders to join 
him in the field. . He waited apart for 
the defeat of the Basha: but to ensure 
his ov/n favour with fhe Emperor, fie plant¬ 
ed a powerful detachipent to cover the 
, retreat of any who might escape the hor¬ 
rors of the dav. 
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WJiile thp Spaniards were briskly en^ 
gaged with this ambuscade, the fugitives 
retreated safely into the mountains j and 
the army of Adelmelek • drawing behind 
some batteries he had prepared, Santa 
Cruz’s orders to abandon the dangerous 
pursuit were at last obeyed; and .':e in¬ 
furiate conquerors, drunk with blood and 
vengeance, returned in broken ranks to 
the rescued town of Cjeuta. 

Loifis, who had»accompanied tiie ge¬ 
neral chase, with no otl»er sense but a 
breathless eagerness to know the fate of 
his father, galloped over the death-sfrewn 
earth with his eyes wandering all around, 
while his sword waved w^hout aim over 
his unhelmeted head. The plumed cres¬ 
cent of Aben Humeya was no moic to 
be seen. Even his standards had long 
disappeared from the field ; and with the 
returniifg squadrons, ^ the horse of De 
Montemar also quitted the pursuit* 

The officers of cavalry alighted at the 
pavilion of Santa Ctuz, where all of dis- 
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T inctioii in the army were assembled to 
congratulate the general on his victoiy. 
Louis entered mechanically with the rest. 
He was pale as a spectre ; and the blood 
on his garments bore witness that he had 
not left his chamber that morning on a 
vain errand.. His presence of mind had 
saved the day at its first commencement*, 
and his undaunted arm had twice turned 
the Moorish scy^netars from the liquid of 
his general. On his eiftrancc,•therefore, 
his brave compe^^rs {>arted before him ; 
and the ohlest veterans jnesent did not 
think fhcinselves degraded in bowing 
their heads before the youthful hero. 

When the eyo^'of Santa Cruz niet his 
advancing figure, the bleeding image of 
Kipperda rose upon his recollection. He 
had seen him borne lifeless from the burn¬ 
ing camp. 

“ He was his father!” cried the Mar¬ 
quis to himself, as he looked o» the brave 
^ipd devoted son ; and stepping forward, 
he pressed him silently in his arms. Jjouis 
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felt the pulse of the pitying heart that 
beat against his j but he was not then 
susceptible of comfort from any human 
commiseration ; and, with an unaltered 

s 

aspect, he raised himself from the Mar¬ 
quis’s breast, and passed unmoved through 
the less delicate .crowd, who pressed on 
him with compliments on his exertions of 
the dayr He heard nothing but the 
biizzjng of many voicocs j and bowing 
witliout ol)servat^)n as“ they approached 
or retreated i’rom him, left tlie pavilion j 
and as unnotingly proceeded to tiie city. 

The nature of Ferdinand’s woiuuls not 
allowing him to share in tlje service of 
the day, hourly mes.sen^ers from the field 
duly communicated the jtrogrcss of the 
victory. Tlie contest was at last over; 
and the Marchiomtss and her daughter 
threw^-themselves in speechless thanksgiv¬ 
ing upon the ground, before the Almighty 
Preserver of Santa Cruz. They had 
known all the agonies of being within 
hearing of a field of battle. The distant 
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uproar of death ; the thundj^ring of the 
guns; the red and billowy clouds which, 
at every explosion, a strong east wind 
drove in darkening volumes over the for¬ 
tress, were ‘portentous accompaniments 
to the terrifying successions of the wound¬ 
ed, w^hich every hour brought within its 
walls. The horrid suspense of that day 
often came over Marcella in i'ut tire years, 
with a recollection so present of njontal 
torture,‘that catching the hand«tiearest to 
her in the vvorld,»and trembling with dis- 
may at what might have [)een the issue, 
she has wept over it tears of ceaseless 
gratitude. But in the dreadful, hour of 
eonflict, those t^juder expressions of an¬ 
xiety were driven back upon their source; 
and, while thinking on no other object 
than the life of her father and his friend, 
her hands, wills her mother’s, asgigted in 
binding up fractuied limbs, and staunch¬ 
ing blood, welling from, many a brave 
heart. 

The trumpet of recal from the victo- 
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rious chase,I sounded near the walls. The 
Marchioness rose from her knees; and 
though unable to move herself, from 
strong emotion, she dispatched Ferdi¬ 
nand and Marcella to meet their father. 
He supported his sister’s agitated steps, 
while he sustained his own by the aid 
of his crutches. They were hastening 
along the main gallery of“ the castle, when 
Louis de Montemar eyterea from the 
field. 

Aware of what must be his feelings on 
the defeat and fall of his father, Ferdi¬ 
nand instantly quitted his sistet's side, 
and retreated from the melancholy greet¬ 
ing. Marcella was not less informed by 
her own heart, of what must then beTear- 
ing their friend’s ; but she did not fly, 
neither did she move towards him. She 
stood with her eyes rivetted on him 
in speechless occupation of soul. He had 
not seen Ferdinand : he did not see her 
though he passed her close. Marcella 
saw something dreadful in the fixture of 
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his mien. Could such piet^ as his be 
stricken with despair ? She sunk on her 
knees at the terrible image; and a sound, 
between a groan and a cry of supplica¬ 
tion to heaven, burst from her lips, as, 
with clasped hands, she looked upon his 
disappearing .steps. 

Tliat was a sound which had its chord 
m Louis’s breast. lie turned round. 
Marcella did not cover her face; |br a 
hrighter’principlc ihanVerrestiifil love ac? 
hiated her soul fbs- the noble sufferer be- 
rbre her. She knelt and looked on him. 
l.ouis approached her. He stood for a 
moment gazing on her. In the next, the 
whole agony of his* mind agitated his be¬ 
fore marbled features. As she started on 
her feet he took her hand, and firmly 
grasping it, said, “ Gh, pray for me! ’* 
and then dropping it, again turneik-away, 
and passed out of sight*along the gallery. 


VOL. IV. 
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CHAP. XIII. 

The siege of Ceuta was now not merely 
raised, but the accumulating army which 
had so long held it in blockade, and then 
beleaguered it with such euterprizing de¬ 
termination, was disappeared as if it had 
never been. Victors and vanquished 
were mingled in ofte common grave. 
The steed with its rider, and he who 
slew, by the side of him that was slain. 
The Spaniards performed these fnghtful 
obsequies ; and he who'held the mattock 
and the spade had often to contend with 
birds of prey, and ravenous doge, howling 
amongst the mangled remains. 

A Hag of truce arrived from Adelme- 
lek. It offered preliminaries of peace in 
the name* of the Emperor; while the vin¬ 
dictive Hadgc accused the defeated Ahen 
Humeya of all the reciprocal outrages 
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committed during the preseilt campaign. 

Santa Cruz inquired the fate of the 
late Basha. 

“ He fled from the field of battle,” re¬ 
plied the Moor, “ and has not yet been 
heard of.” 

“ Your information is false,” returned 
the Marquis; “ I myself saw hinj stream¬ 
ing with wounds and insensible, borne 
out of his consuming camp by a party of 
your own countrymen.’^ 

“ I speak on the word of my command¬ 
er,” replied the Moor. 

“ Y"ou must bring me better evidence 
of his truth,” rejoined the Marquis, “ be¬ 
fore I trust him. • Return this (fay week 
to Ceuta ; and, as he dissembles or fairly 
represents the last act of his iallen rival, 
I shall shape the terms’my Sovereign may 
empower me to. make to your EmjTeror.” 

Santa Cruz was not’long in receiving 
ample credentials from tKe court at Se- 
t il'e for all he might wish to do in re-cs- 
n ■ g 
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tablishing tlje Spanisli interest in Barbary. 
At Seville, as in Ceuta, it was believed 
that the Duke de Ripperda had expiated 
his crimes with his life; and, in answer 
to the evidence which Santa' Ouz trans¬ 
mitted, of the inextinguishable loyalty of 
the Marquis de Montcmar, the King is¬ 
sued a new edict, granting him the resti¬ 
tution of all his late father’s hereditary ho¬ 
nours and possessionc. J5ut there was a 
clause in +his mufiificeRt investiture. The 
futureDuke de Ripperda must avow him¬ 
self of the Rom^n Catholic communion. 

The re-opened wounds of Louis were 
just cicatrized; and he was leaning over 
the tabl§ on which he w,as writing to his 
friends in England, when the Marquis 
entered with the official letter from the 
King. H?read it^aloud. At the end of 
the catalogue of the Ripperda territories 
and titles, before lie opened on the clause, 
Santa Cruz paused. 

« De Montemar,” said he, with so* 
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leinnity, “ hard trial has s(|parated the 
gold from the dross in your heart; and 
you will not esteem the last title with 
which your King would invest yoih the 
least honourable, — a true Christian!” ■ 

He then read the condition : “ That 

all these restitutions should be ratified by 
the royal seal, on the day that the Cardi¬ 
nal-resident at Madrid should witness the 
baptism ofT.oui.s, Duke of Ripperda, in¬ 
to the Bosom of the Clfurch ofiRome.” 

“ I am sensible to the gracious intent 
of my Sovereign,” replied Louis; “ but 
that name I once idolized, I would now 
hear no more. It shall never be borne 
by me! And fctf'*the rest, — I q.m a Pi’O- 
testant, and I will die one.” 

Santa Cruz urged him by religious ar¬ 
guments and persuasions, drawn from the 
reasonableness of maintaining the rights 
of his ancestors. He •spoke of the justice 
he owed -to liimself in restoring the illus¬ 
trious name of his family to its pristine 
lustre ; and, at any rate, it was his duty, 
L 3 
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when so offered, to transmit it, and tlie 
inheritance that was its a])pendage, un¬ 
impaired to his posterity. 

“ 1 shall Itavc no posterity,” replied 
Louis. “ My father died an* Infidel, and 
his name and his race are no more.” 

“ What do you mean, De Montemar?” 
demanded the Marquis, regarding with 
alarm tha countenance of'liisyoungfriend. 

“ Nothing rash j n 9 thing that this ve¬ 
nerable man woidd not approve,” said 
he, laying his hand on J,he letter he was 
writing to Mr. Atheistone. “ But Mar¬ 
quis!” cried he, “ Is there not matter 
enough to break a son’s heart ?” 

Santa Cruz replied, by ^turning the sub¬ 
ject to Louis’s own great endowments of 
mind and figure j and tried to awaken 
his ambition, by dwelling on the impres¬ 
sion his Mgh principled conduct at Vienna 
had made upon his .Sovereigns. It could 
only be eqiialledp he said, by tlueir admi¬ 
ration of his late intrepid defence of Ceut^, 
On these grounds, the Marquis added, he 
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had only to chuse, and the ^rst stations 
in the state, or in the army, must in pro¬ 
cess of time be at his command. 

Louis shook his head. 

“ 1 was not born for a statesman,” re- 
j)lied he. “ I acknowledge no morality 
but one; and I have known enough of 
the ethics of* cabinets to loathe their chi¬ 
canery. I have seen that in the adjust¬ 
ment of their respective interests, the 
principles of commonp•honesty may not 
only be dispensed with, but that no sub¬ 
terfuge is too mean for adoption, when 
expedient to disguise truth dr over-readi 
a rival party. Where every man is sup¬ 
posed a deceiver .by profession, no man 
can really trust in eacli other; and I wull 
never be one of a set of men, where all 
are suspected of dishonour. As to the 
army! — I have had enough of that also.” 
He shuddered as he spoke, and covered 
his face with his hand. 

Santa Cruz did not require that shud¬ 
der to be explained}. but he affected to 
L 4 
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consider thi|i wide rejection, as derogatory 
to his loyalty, and to the general manli¬ 
ness of his character. 

“ Not in my mind,” added he; “ but 
in the opinion of the world; You must 
recover what your father’s dereliction has 
lost j and the public suffrage is only to 
be retained by a succession of distinguish¬ 
ed services. You are especially called 
upon to make manifest in all ways what 
you are, -j- a true»'subject of Spain, and 
one whose piety is worthy the adoption 
of our Church.” 

“ I am called upon,” replied Louis, 
“ to appear what I am! I served the 
King of Spain at the expence of many a 
sacrifice. I need not turn your eyes to 
the last. My faith is not in my power 
to exchange at will; but ill would he 
serve hjg Prince who could so desert him¬ 
self : the example; .before us ought to set 
that at rest for, ever. If, by remaining 
a Protestant, I must be no more a Spa¬ 
niard, the forfeiture must proceed against 
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me. I have still the country of my mother. 
It will judge^me with candour; and there, 
I trust, I shall do my duty in whatever 
state of life it may please Heaven to num¬ 
ber out my flays.” 

As Louis uttered this, his countenance 
was calm though sorrowful; and Santa 
Cruz, struck with such awful resignation 
in. one so young and powerfully endow¬ 
ed, graspecthis hand with as much reve¬ 
rence a^ affection, and* soon after left the 


room. 
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CHAP. xiy. 

Meanwhile, all was consternation and 
mutiny amongst the shattered remnant of 
the MoO'i’ish army. All had collected 
the fugitives from the bloody day of 
Ceuta; and attvmptqd' to re-organise 
them into some line of defence. But, 
fearful of being led a second time against 
their conquerors, they resisted every law 
of discipline, and spread the same refrac¬ 
tory spirit to the can\p of Adelnielek. 
The Hadge had undesignedly prepared 
his legions for this excess of disobedience, 
by impressing then\ with a belief that the 
conversion of the Duke de liipperda to 
the Ottoman faith, was only a master- 
stroke of Q’hrist^ian policy, to acquire the 
Emperor Abdallah’s confidence j and 
then, as he had done, betray the whole of 
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the Moorish host to the sword of Spain. 
The people of the country at large were 
made to believe the same. Their credu¬ 
lity was easy, as their masters seldom 
consulted any counsellor but caprice ; 
and, secure in their poverty, but bold in 
the use of their tongues, they clamoured 
against the court, for putting such impli¬ 
cit trust in a rcnegado; who, it was mani¬ 
fest, repaid.the Emperor by betraying his 
army to the Cliristiau|; and ^had'with¬ 
drawn himself from punishment, by shut¬ 
ting himself up, with the embezzled trea¬ 
sures of Abdallah, within the bulwarks 
of Tetuan. 

At this junctui^, Muley Hamet hav¬ 
ing been secretly apprised of the disaster 
which had befallen his former vanquisher, 
re-appeared upon the plains of Marmora.; 
and, at the head of an armed multitude 
of' Moors and‘Arabs,, marched towards 
Mequinez. 

Sidi Solyman, his near kinsman and 
secret partisan, was then in the capital. 
h G 
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He was ready on any promising occasion 
to blow the flame of sedition; and, with 
great industry and dispatch, prepared the 
way for Muley Hamet, by publishing the 
reveres of the campaign. He accused 
the great officers of state of mal-adminis- 
tration; their chief agent, the renegade 
Duke, as an infamous trafficker of his 
faith ; a»d urged, that Abdallah, having 
introduced the Christian impostor into 
the councils of the-empire, had rendered 
himself obnoxious to tlii,e prophet’s ven¬ 
geance ; the people, at present, lay under 
the same curse ; and their first act must 
be to appease the heavenly power, by the 
deposition of the Erapejor, and the deli¬ 
very of Aben Humeya to the expiation 
of the laws! 

The ever discontented and tumultuous 
rabble of Mequinez listened to these sug¬ 
gestions in the very spirit ihat was desir¬ 
ed. They set fire to the imperial palace, 
and marched out of the town, headed by 
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the incendiary, Solyman, to meet his 
kinsman on the plain. 

Abdallah, at that time, was with a few 
chosen troops, winding his way through 
the Habad* mountains, to support the 
joint authority of Ali and Adelmelfe with 
his presence; and also to ameliorate the 
fury of those two commanders against the 
Spanish Basha, whom he still believed to 

be as true as he was brave. 

» 

Adeknelek was so.,well aware <5f the 
consequence to him of the Emperor’s ar¬ 
rival, should he hear from Ali that the 
battle of Ceuta was lost by the disobe¬ 
dience of the army of the interior to the 
summons oi^^beji Humeya j that on the 
very day he Was told of Abdallah’s ap¬ 
proach, he caused Ali to be assassinated, 
and detached a body, of troops to escort 
the Emperor with honour to his camp. 
But an honest*Moor, who knew the de¬ 
signs of the Hadge, made his ^escape into 
the mountains, and informed the Empe- 
itor, not merely of the murder of the Sidi, 
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but that Adelmelek intended Ids sove¬ 
reign the same fate; after which he would 
march upon Tetuan, where the Basha 
was shut up, utterly helpless from his 
numerous ‘ wounds; and storming the 
place, deliver the whole with the empire, 
into the hands of Muley Hamet. Other 
information more than corroborated this 
statement.; and Abdallah soon saw that 
temporary flight was his onl)^ resource. 
He called his few^.taithlul fbHowers to- 
gether, and taking a circuit through the 
mountainfj made a safe retreat into the 
desert regions of his empire. 

Ikluley Hamet was declared Emperor 
by Sidi Solyman and i\delmelek; and 
the troops of tiie latter rejoicing in any 
change, readily obeyed his orders for a 
mere shew of discipline, while he dis¬ 
patched his second ambassador to Ceuta, 
to make peace at any rate With the Spa¬ 
nish King. 

By the information of this Moor, Santa 
Cruz learnt, that when Ripperda leJJ in^ 
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the battle of the camp, it was the last 
stroke of many wounds, and had been 
supposed mortal. But his immediate 
followers, snatching him from the crowd 
of slain, laid him on a camel; and dis¬ 
appeared with him from the field. It was 
some days before Adelmelek knew what 
was become? of the fugitive party; and 
tlien a messenger from Ismail^ Cherifii 
chief of hig Arabian guards, broirght in¬ 
formation to Ali, tliaf^he had borr»e the 
wounded i\.ben Humeya to the safe hold 
of his own fortress of Tetuan. Ali lost 
no time in sending the courier back to 
ihe faithful Arab, with a full account of 
Adehnelek’s intentions to give the Basha 
up to the resentment of the turbulent 
soldiery, or to influence the Emperor to 

order his immediate death. 

• 

Tlie consequence was, Aben Humeya 
closed the glites of Tetuan as firmly 
against all the insidious'advances of Adei. 

* 9 * 

melek, as he would have done, to repd 
in open attack of the outrageous Moors. 
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“ Ali is dead; and Muley Hamet Em¬ 
peror of Morocco,” — continued the am¬ 
bassador, “ Adelmelek is alone powerful 
with the new sovereign; and the first ju¬ 
dicial act of the divan has been to declare 
Aben Humeya a traitor to the empire and 
our prophet. Should the desperate state 
of his wounds fail of proving his execu¬ 
tioner, before the next moon Tetuan will 
be stormed by Adelmelek, the inhabitants 
put td the swordi*and the treacherous 
Basha, die the death of a, slave.” 

To these denunciations, Louis de Mon- 

temar, who was present at the audience, 

paid no attention; all that he W^d, and 

seized as the renewal of,hfe, was*that his 
* < • 

father yet survived ; that he was accused 
of irreverence towards thefouhder of the 
Ottoman faith; and that he had taken 
refuge in a place not more than a day’s 
journey from the Spjmish fortress. 

“When the Mi^ssulman closed his com¬ 
munications, and withdrew to leave their 
import to consultation, Louis imparted' 
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what were now his designs. Indeed, it 
was hardly necessary to declare them} for 
the existence of the Duke de Ripperda 
was no sooner affirmed, and his occupation 
of Tetuan mentioned, than Santa Cruz 
read in the instant blaze of his friend’s 
countenance, the regeneration of hope ; 
and the enterprize to which the welcome 
.visitant would give birth. 

“ But tlie hazard is so infinite! ” re¬ 
joined the Marqiiis, where ^re we to 
find a person who would have the bold¬ 
ness to guide you through the brigand 
parties of the rival Moors ? And even 
should we be successful in that object, 
and you arrive-5t Tetuan, consider the 
result. You may be admitted to your 
father; but should he perish in his apos- 
tacy, where would be your protection, 
and what would be your fate ? ” 

“ That I leave to providence!” replied 
Louis, “ ray course is clear : —•to seek my 
I'jdher; and make a last efibrt to share with 
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him that happiness in the world to come, 
he has for ever destroyed in this.” 

“ But Ids wounds are mortal,” returned 
Santa Cru^z, “ he may be dead before you 
have reached this scene of "peril. You 
will then have exposed your life, and 
more than your life, in vain. Th.ink of 
the horrors that would befall you, should 
the infuriate Moors discover in you the 
son of the man, his encipies have taught 
them to believe wti's their betrayer ? ’’ 
“Nothing is terrible'to me,” replied 
Louis, “ but the idea of my father dying 
in his apostacy. Heaven appears to have 
opened his grave, to give hind|bL;a short 
time to my prayers; afid shall any thing 
j)revent me entering it, even if it should 
prove my own ? 1 feel I have my errand ! 
It is to touch the dead with the recalling 
breath of his redeemer; it is to see him 
rise again to life everlasting! ” 

Louis’s 'SOul 'was kindled into a holy 
flame. It was the ardent devotion O'feH 
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soi% mingling with the fervour of a really 
pious spirit. The enterprizing hope that 
was its offspring, might, by colder natures, 
be termed romantic vanity, or fanatic 
enthusiasm j •but the warm heart of the 
Marquis saw religion in his zeal j and 
tilial duty in the hazarded self-immolation. 

Alter discussing many plans, it was 
at last decided, that the safest, scheme 
was to pass from Ceuta by water; and 
that Louis should put, on tlie^garb* of a 
brothter of Saint ^Philip, one of the Or¬ 
ders of Mercy, then by licence scattered 
throughout the marine towns of Barbary. 

As hep^sed into the chapel, to receive 
the vesture and hqjy benediction from the 
superior of the Ceuta brethren, he found 
•Santa Cruz and his family kneeling before 
the altar, to unite thejr orisons with that 
of the priest. - 

The supplications of tlie veteran were 
fervent, though silent; ai\d as |ie prayed, 
he often turned his eyes on his daughter, 
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who knelt by him, witli her fece concealed 
in her veil. 

The abbot put his hands on the head 
of Louis. The Marchioness wept; for 
she had no faith in this expedition, and 
thought within herself— “ So he sancti¬ 
fies the youthful martyr ! For from that 
den of infidelity, he never will return !’^ 

Ferdinand whispered something of the 
same import to his* mother; and she 
sobbed audibly. 

Louis turned to her voice, and put her 
hand to his lips. The Marquis and Fer¬ 
dinand embraced him. Marcella had 
raised herself from her knees, and held 
by the rails of the altu?. Louis did not 
see her face, for the veil yet hung before 
it; but the other hand that was laid upon 
her breast trembled ; and he thought he 
saw he was not less in her thoughts, than 
in those of her parents. He wished, yet 
hesitated ,to approach her. Santa Cruz 
observed the direction of his eyes, and his 
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doubting movement, but he did not speak. 
Louis’s lieart failed him; and blessing 
her in its inward recesses, he turned away, 
and followed the abbot out of t^ie chapel. 

Having received his credentials from 
the superior at Ceuta, to the fraternity of 
the same order at Tetuan, who resided 
there for the ransom of Christian slaves; 
Louis took his station in the ojJen boat, 
that M'as to’convpy him, through the dan¬ 
gers of the countei'-cuitentat iliat season 
of the year, to the Moorish strong hold 
of the province of Hadad. 



( ) 


CHAP. XV. 

The river ofTetuan meets the sea, little 
more than a league from the town. All 
was quiet on its banks; and the boat whicii 
conveyed*'Louis to the Christian con¬ 
vent on the city wall^ threw out its 
grappling irons under the deep excava¬ 
tion of a rock, at the ba§e of an old 
tower. 

Through a kind of lantern staircase in 
the hollow of the wall, Louis was con¬ 
ducted to an iron grating. The man who 
had been his pilot in this midnight 
voyage, pulled a bell which hung within 
the grating; and ‘crossing himself at the 
same instant, muttered the Mqdrish bene- 
dicite, “ Sta fer Lah! ” and hastened t'v» 
his comrades in the boat. 
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Louis had been warned by the brethren 
at Ceuta, not to ask his navigators any 
question; and when he witnessed this 
monstrous association of Mussnjmcn, with 
Christian d<?\^otion, lie did not doubt that 
he had been rowed to Tetuan by cha¬ 
racters of as little principle, as those which 
at first brought him from Spain to the 
Ottoman shore. 

Before atiy person answered to the puli 
of the Bell, whicl> haef^eased jinging, he 
heard the boat «plashing away with its 
crew from under the caverned passage j 
and shortly after, the dead silence assured 
him he was left quite alone. 

The mariner Jiad given him a dark lan¬ 
tern, which shewed him the gloom of his 
situation. A short flight of steps; a 
fathomless abyss of Avaters at his feet. 
Before him a strong grated door, through 
which no human neuv.e could force an 
entrance j and immedialjely beyond it, a 
rough dark wall, which did not appear 
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more than a foot distant from its impass¬ 
able portcullis. 

Louis had just raised his arm to the 
bell, to make it sound a second time, 
when a figure appeared at the grate with 
the suddenness of an apparition. Without 
a word being uttered on either side, the 
massy bars were drawn; and Louis found 
himself 'following this silent conductor, 
through a long narrow stone passage, to 
another irpn dooi/ The mute friai' made 
its bolts yield before hiip ; and the cham¬ 
ber, to which its porch was a vestibule, 
presented to the eye of de Monteinar, 
the assembled body of the holy brother- 
hood at Tetuan. * 

«i t4 , 

This little synod did not exceed ten ^ 
the person who conducted him complet¬ 
ing that number. .The prior rose on the 
entrance of a stranger brother of their 
order, which the riijging of‘ that secret bell 
announced’ It being a mode of egress to 
their cell, by which none but the respec-* 
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live fraternities of Saint Philip of Merof 
were ever allowed to enter. 

A peculiar badge on the cowl of Louis 
announced that he came from the Abbey 
of Ceuta ; and the credentials he imme¬ 
diately delivered to the prior confirmed 
its evidence.. lie was introduced to the 
brethren at Tetuan, as one who had a 
message of conscience to the dying 
Basha; and they were exhorted, by 
every argument from life Christian faith, ' 
to further the viiflt of the .sacred embas¬ 
sador. 

“ I must see him this night.” 

“ That is impossible,” replied the prior, 
“ but within an bdur,” continued he, “ 1 
expect a visit from Martini d’Urbino, 
the alcaide of his Christian slaves. He 
will judge of the practicability of your 
demand.” 

Louis inquired how the alcaide report¬ 
ed the state of the Basha ;• and*asked the 
pijrport of his visit to the cell. 

The prior hesitated to give a candid 

VOL. IV. M 
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answer. But he recollected the style of' 
his superior’s letter; and Louis repeated 
his questions, though mildly, with so un¬ 
appealable an air of authority, he could 
no longer refuse a true and respectful 
reply. 

** The Basha cannot live many days; 
and his Christian servant visits this cell 
by stealth, to witness the masses which 
we say for his master’s .soul.” 

“ At ^lis maifer’s* requisition ? ” de¬ 
manded Louis. ' 

“ At his servant’s,” replied the prior; 
** the Duke himself is yet lost to redemp¬ 
tion.” 

l^uijs sighed heatily. He wrapped 
himself in his ^J^lantle, as he' took his 
station by the low' embers of the hearth; 
and spoke no more, till a hasty step in 
a distant passage announced the ap¬ 
proach of Martini. The friars had re¬ 
spected the abstracted taciturnity of their 
stranger brother; and did not even ob¬ 
trude on him by an observation, when 
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they saw him start from his seat at the 
well-known tread of his father’s faithful 
follower. 

Louis’s cowl hung over his face when 
Martini entered. Indeed, it Had never 
been raised. 

The alcaide’s appearance was strange 
to the eyes oT him, who had last seen him 
in the light European garb of his country. 
He was now covered with the gorgeous 
draperies of an *Asiati« officer^; an*d the 
load of his magnificence seemed to weigh 
as heavily on his frame, as the letters Of 
his office oppressed the careless gaiety of 
his nafurally free spirit. He did not re¬ 
mark an accession to the number of the 
brothei-hood, but immedidlely announced 
the Duke’s augmented bodily danger. 
The anguish of his“ wpunds had that day 
been more intolerable than he coidd bear; 
low groans burst fiopi his lips, during 
their most insufferable extreqaity; and 
rthen the hours of cessation from pain 
recurred, he lay in .sullen despair, only 

. M 2 
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breaking the fearful stillness, by occa¬ 
sionally murmuring the words, “ lost! 
lost! ” 

“ ’TisJ;he evidence of his spirit against 
him! ” exclaimed the prior.' “ But here 
is a brother,” pointing to Louis, “ whose 
holy zeal would try to lead him into 
some view of comfort.” 

“ Thkt is not to be done in this world,” 
returned Martini, “ he Jias Idst too much, 
for any mortal ^.'id to give him conso¬ 
lation.” 

“ Then,” cried the priest, “ his doom 
must be eternal death ! ” 

“Teach him to think that! thatthedoom 
of an unpardoned transgressor, is utter ex¬ 
tinction ;” replied Martini, “ and you 
complete his perdition. He would find, 
a treacherous peace, in anticipating the 
oblivion of the grave. ,But now—let 
us to prayers, my holy fathers ; that is 
the only ay by which we can* bring him 
comfort.” 

The prior began the mass. Louis was 
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*)a liis knees, as well as the brothers. His 
prayers were not in their words, nor uttered 
m any sounds ; but the inward groanings 

of his earnest spirit, like those of him who 

0 

smote his brfeast in the temple, and ex¬ 
claimed, “ Lord, be merciful unto me a 
sinner 1 ” were heard, and answered from 
abo\ e. 

At the end of the service, Martini laid 
JUS oblation*on the altar, and was turning 
away to* withdraw, wlfen Lotjis put his 
tiand on his arm. He durst not speak 
to him before the brethren ; for the ab¬ 
bot at Ceuta had warned him not to dis¬ 
cover himself in the priory at^Tetuan, 
until his succesjg^with the Basha should 
supersede any cause *of fear at such an 
enterprize. 

“ Signor alcaide,” .said the prior, “ if 
It be possible, you must introduce that 
brother 1 o your dying iijaster. He comes 
from Ceuta, and his mission is of impor¬ 
tance.” 

“Nothing from Ceuta can be of impor- 
»j 3 
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tance to my master now,” replied Mar¬ 
tini, “ its very name would re-awaken 
him from the melancholy stupor in which 
I left hiin, to all the horrors of his most 
terrific agonies.” Martini paused an in¬ 
stant ; then in a suppressed tone he ad¬ 
dressed the stranger Iriar. 

“ The Marquis de Montemar, his only 
son, fell ‘on the walls of Ceuta in his sight,, 
and in his defence, - And when any cir¬ 
cumstances recalf 'the scene, then it is J 
see the palsied quiverii.g of his lip, and 
hear the often repeated-ios/, lost! till the 
low, half uttered sound almost drives me 
mad. I too, loved him. But all is no# 
gone for ever! ” 

Louis grasped his arm, and made a sign 
to the brethren to 'withdraw. There 
was that in the credentials he brought, 
that told them to respect, all his wishes; 
and without a word they obeyed the mo¬ 
tion of his hand. 

Assured from what he now heard, that 
his father had restored him to his heart; 
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ilie hope he derhed from this happy 
change, nerved him with perfect self-pos- 
xsession; and drawing Martini towards 
the lamp that hung over the altar, he 
raised his cowl from his face. 

“ Martini,” said he, “ you will not 
deny me the, sight of iny father! ” 

It was flesh and blood that elapsed lifs 
arm : but it seemed the voice and coun¬ 
tenance of Ihe s^ain* de Montemar! The 
latter was wan and pal6, and in the scared 
apprehension of *1116 beholder, ghastly, as 
if just risen from his bloody grave. He 
did not speak; but with his eyes fixed 
'on what he believed a terrible fore-warn¬ 
ing of his master’s death, shook almost to 
fainting, on the bre'ast of the supposed 
phantom. . 

Louis comprehended his fear, and in¬ 
stantly relieved it, by saying, “ 1 was 
wounded when my. ^ther saw me fall. 
But heaven has spared ane te this hour; 
and you must do the last service to the 
Duke de Ripperda ahd his son.” 

M 4 
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TJiough Martini was now convinced, 
(t was no spectre that stood before him, 
iie sunk upon the steps of the altar, 

and remained for some time in much 

< 

emotion before he could reply. At last 
he spoke ; and in his rapid and agitated 
recapitulation of the events which suc¬ 
ceeded the repulse at the storming of 
Ceuta, he mentioned, that Ripperda’s 
indignation at the Meors for abandoning 
the ramparts, seemed the more exasperat¬ 
ed, when report told him the breach was 
defended by the Marquis de Montemar. 

“ We both did our duty,” said he to 
me, with a horrible smile ;' “ though 
Louis would have served Spain better, if 
lie had suffered his brother soldiers to kill 
its enemv.” “ But he would not have 
been your son ! ” replied I. The Duke 
looked sternly at me. “ Martini how 
often have I told you, I have no son ? 
Ko part in any human being — but what 
administers to my vengeance-! ” 

“ Then came the intercepted courier 
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from Oran. His dispatches related the 
attempt on Ceuta j and that the Marquis 
de Montemar was dying of his wounds. 
He was brought before the Basha; and, 
on being questioned, acknowledged that 
you were dead. At that unexpected dis¬ 
closure, nature asserted itself in your fa¬ 
ther’s breast-. He found you were yet 
his son, in the moment you were lost to 
liim for ever. His grief knew no bounds; 
it was .terrible, ‘and in despair. -Alasl 
Signor, it was phrenzy wearing the garb 
of warlike retaliation. His orders were 
full of blood and extirpating revenge. 
All flew at his command; but, though 
all were brave, none fought as he did. 
His onward coCTrage ^nd invincible reso¬ 
lution on that desperate day of his de¬ 
feat, surpassed human daring, and almost 
human credibility, tie fell, bleeding at 
every pore. I was near him at the in¬ 
stant ; and raising him* from the ground, 
then as irtsensible as if fast £he pains of 
leath, the Arab, Ismail Cheriff, assist- 
M 5 
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ed me, and we bore him to a place of 
security. 

“ We knew that all was over in the 
field ; and, dreading the malice of his 
Moorish rivals, as soon as v/e perceived 
life in him, we conveyed him safely into 
Tetuan; and, closing the gates, prepared 
to defend him against the immediate fury 
of his vanquished soldiers; who, we were 
soon informed, were in mutiny, and urg- 
ing their no lesst.hostjle commanders to 
lead them against their former Basha.” 

But an antidote to the deadly aconite 
which much of‘ this narrative contained, 
was also gathered by the anxious son of 
Ripperda. He learnt, that the blood 
which flowed so copiously from his fa¬ 
ther’s wounds had cleared the long troub¬ 
led fountain of his heart. ' 

• 

When the Duke recovered from his 
first mortal weakness, he’found that he 
had also recovered a memory he would 
gladly have lost ^or ever. The madness of 
his revenge had passed away in the flood- 
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gates which opened from his streaming 
sides. No mist now hung over his bet¬ 
ter faculties. He saw his injuries as they 
were ; but he also beheld his extravagant 
retaliation ip its true enormity* He had 
become a rebel, an apostate, an enemy 
to all mankind! He had sacrificed his 
honour, his afiections, his soul, to a phan¬ 
tom that vanished in his embrace, and 
left him to^ a terrible conviction of per¬ 
dition !, His son ‘was no more!, The 
race of Ripperda was then e:3ftinct; and 
^all tlie fame, an*d all the glory for which 
he had contended, were blotted out for 
ever. His evil deeds alone would be re¬ 
membered, as an example to avoid and 
to shudder at !* Remorse fastened on the 
heart of the dying man ; but it was a re¬ 
morse, direful and dark. Repentance 
did not shed a tear there ; for the mortal 
vice of his yoath and of his manhood still 
kept guard over the l/etter spirit within. 
He was loo proud to gi^e vent to the an¬ 
guish of his soul 5 too proud to acknow- 
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ledge to man or to God, the secret of ids 
misery, — that he was a sinner and in 
despair. 

Louis passed with Martini over the 
embattled tenaces, which, in the present 
fortified state of tha city, occupied the 
place of citron groves on the flat roofs of 
the houses of Tetuan. The Ginaraliph, 
or, otherwise, the Basha’s palace, was in 
the centre of the town, surrounded by 
sumptuous gardens, and stood ^ in the 
moon-light*, reflecting tirom its gilded 
domes the milder splendours of her orb. 
The courts and the chambers spoke of^ 
pomp and luxury. Guards lined the gal¬ 
leries; and the baths and remote pavi¬ 
lions of the Basha, brearched every fra¬ 
grance of Arabia, and spai'kled every 
where with gold and silver stuffs, dra- 
perying the walls, arid carpeting the floors. 
Did Paradise consist in banqueting the 
senses, here it was.' But Paradise dwells 
within the 'heart!; In that of the expir¬ 
ing possessor of all these delusions, there 
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was only a desert to be found; and, in 
such a state, gloomily awaiting his last 
sigh, and the direful judgment that was 
to be passed upon his soul, Louis be¬ 
held his father, lying as one already 
dead, under the mockery of all this gild¬ 
ed pomp. 

Ripperda did not see the grey form that 
glided into his apartment; for he did not 
raise his head from its fixed position on 
his pillpw. Martini a4vanced tothecouch. 

“ iVIy Lord, 1 bring you good tidings 1” 

Ripperda to^ no notice of what was 
said. Martini drew closer and repeated 
his words. His master opened his eyes 
with a look of reproach. 

“ I do nor deceive you, my Lord,” 
cried the faithful servant; “ my tidings 
are the most precious your dearest wishes 
could desire.” 

“ Then threy would rid me of this 
world, and all that tfoubles me!” cried 
Ripperda. “ Tell me rlothing, for I have 
no wishes here.” 
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“ Your son, my Lord,” returned Mar¬ 
tini, “ would you not hear of him ?” 

“ No!” cried the Duke, in a voice of pe¬ 
culiar strength. “ His reputation is my in¬ 
famy! Let ine die without that last drop.” 

Louis could refrain no longer. He 
sunk on his knees. His cowl was now 
thrown backward from his head; and 
though at the extreme distance of the 
apartment, his father recognised him at 
thg first glance. His eyes, for a. while, 
became riveted to the strange vision * but 
he did not, for a moment, believe it other¬ 
wise than a reality. 

“ Who is that?” cried he to Martini, 
and pointing to the figure. 

“ The Marquis de Monfemar,” replied 
the Italian. 

Louis was now on hie feet, and approach¬ 
ed his fiitlier. Ripperda drew himself up 
on his bed. 

< 

“ And what,” cried he, in a severe 
tone, “ if you be*yet a wretch in this mi¬ 
serable world? What tempts you again in-^ 
9 
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to the presence of the man who has survi¬ 
ved all relations but his own conscience?” 

“ My own conscience, and my heart!” 
cried Louis, “ from this hour, determin¬ 
ed to live aad die by my father.” 

Ripperda bent his head upon his clasp¬ 
ed hands. Louis drew near, then near¬ 
er, and kneeling by the bed, touched 
those hands which seemed clenched in 
each other, with more than mortal agony. 
The bed shook undeivlhe strong efnotion 
of the Duke, ^t last, his hands closed 
over his son’s; and Louis, in broken ac¬ 
cents, exclaimed: “ Oh ! my father: In 

all that I have offended you, in word or 
deed, pardon ; and bless me by your re¬ 
stored confidence 1”. 

“ Louis,” cried the Duke, after a pause, 
and relinquishing the hands he held; 
“ Pardon is not a word to pass my lips. 
1 know it not* 1 shaJl never hear it. Let 
all men perish as I slia*ll perish.” 

“ You will not pronounce such a sen¬ 
tence on your son?” returned Louis, 
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seeing the distemper of his mind, and 
praying inwardly, while he sought to 
soothe, and to turn him to better feelings. 
“ You gave me birth, and you will not 
leave me fo die, without having received 
your forgiveness for all my unintentional 
offences.” 

“ Louis de Montemar! ” cried the 
Duke, " virtuous son of an angel I shall 
never behold ! There is no dejith in your 
breast*^ no need o^. forgiven ess from earth 
or heaven! But your father!— Shudder 
while you touch him, for hell is already 
in his bosom.” 

Ripperda’s face was again buried in 
his hands. That oncje godlike figure 
shook as under the last throes of dissolu¬ 
tion ; and before his anguished son could 
form his pious hopes into any words of 
consolation, a slave appeared for a mo¬ 
ment at the curtain of the door. Tlie 
act of prostration, holding out a sealed 
packet to Martini, and vanishing again, 
seemed comprised in less than a second; 
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Martini knew the writing to be that 
of a friend of his own, in the suite of A- 
delmelek; and, .aware of some pressing 
danger from the abrupt entrance of the 
slave, he broke tlje seal. He read, that 
the late Empeior being deposed, Adel- 
melek was advancing to Tetuan, to threat¬ 
en it with destruction j or to allow it to 
purchase its ransom by an instant surren¬ 
der of its ^asha. .This sacrifice being 
made, the offending Abtn Hunjeva wouhl 
be put to an igtvominious death ; and so 
the laws of Mahommed should be appeas¬ 
ed, and an exemplary warning set up 
to all foreign invaders of .the rights and 
honours of true^Mussulmen. 

Without preface. Martini communicat¬ 
ed this information to those present. He 
no longer feared the- execution of such 
threats, but felicitated his master on the 
arrival of the Marqujs de Montemar, 
who woijd himself defgnd his father’s 
life from these ungrateful Moors. 

“ And was it my death you feared ? ” 
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asked the Duke, gloomily looking u]i 
from his position, and bracing his nerves 
at this seeming summons to renewed ac¬ 
tion. “ Were it to be found, I would 
seek it; but there is no denth for me. 
Torn from this murderous world by vio¬ 
lence, or sapped by the consuming hand 
of corporeal pain, neither can give me 
rest.” 

“ Yes, my father,/’ gently rejoined 
Louis^ “ there is rest in-the grave t\'hen— 

“ Silence!” interrupted the Duke, all 
his former haughtiness confirming his 
voice and manner: “ Is it you that would 
cajole reason with sophistry ? That would 
give up your unsullied*^ truth at last, to 
insult your father ‘by preaching an an¬ 
nihilation you know to be a falsehood ? 
I know a different .Ibsson. A man can. 
not rid himself of bodily pangs by mov¬ 
ing from place to place. How then shall 
the torments of l,he spirit be extinguished, 
by so small a change as being in or out 
of this loathed prison of flesh ? When 
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}ny soul, my own and proper selfi when 
it is freed by death from the fetters of 
the passions which have undone me; then 
I shall think even more intensely than I 
do no^^^ I* shall remember more than I 
do now. I shall see the naked springs, 
the undisguised consequences of all my 
actions. They will burn in my eyes for 
ever. For such, I feel, is the eternal book 
of accusatfon pfepared for the immortal 
spirit that has transg'ftssed beyond liie 
hope of pardon/ or the power of peace! 
Louis,” added he, grasping his arm, and 
looking him sternly in the face ; “ has 
not your Pastor-Uncle taught you the 
same ?” 

“Yes; and more*,” replied his son. 

“ He has taught me, that it is impossible 
for the finite faculties of man to compre¬ 
hend the infinite attributes of God;— 
how he reconciles justice with mercy, in 
the mystery of the redemption, and re- 
news the corrupted nature of man by 
the regeneration of repentance ! Recal 
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the promises of the Scriptures, my fa¬ 
ther; and there you will find, that He who 
washed David from blood-guiltiness, and 
blotted out the idolatry of Solomon; that 
He who pardoned Cephas *fbr denying 
Him in the hour of trial, and satisfied the 
perverse infidelity of Thomas; that He 
who forgave Saul his persecutions, and 
made him the ablest apostle of his church; 
nay, that He who has been the propitia¬ 
tion o! man, from The fall of Adam to the 
present hour, — wills noA the death of a 
sinner, but calls him to repentance and 
to life!” 

“ But what,” returned the Duke, “ if 
I know nothing of these, things ? You 
start! But it is true. The Scriptures 
you talk of, is the only book I never open¬ 
ed.” There was a-terrible expression in 
the eyes of Ripperda as he delivered this, 
and listened to th(j heavy groan that burst 
from the heart o,f his son. 

“ In this hour,” continued he, “ when 
all human learning deserts me; rejected 
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by the world, and loathing man and all 
his ways; —in this bitter hour, I believe, 
therein I might have found the word of 
life I But I derided its pretensions, and 
the penalty must be paid!” 

Louis had recovered himsblf from the 
first shock of this awful confession. He 
beheld the desperate resignation of his 
father’s countenance when uttering the 
last sentence ; Ijuf he did not peynit it 
to shake his manhood*a second time, "as 
he now took up the sacred subject in the 
language of Scripture itself. He had 
been well taught by the precepts and ex¬ 
ample of his Pastor-Uncle; and with a 
memory whose* tenacity astonished even 
himself, and a power* of argument which 
seemed the eloquence of inspiration, the 
young preacher sat by his father’s side j 
till a light, lijce the morning sun, rose 
upon the chaos of his.mind, and feeling 
warmth with the beam, 'his heart, which 
until now had been like a stone in his bo¬ 
som, melted under the genial influence; 



262 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 


and the eyes, which had not endured the 
softness of a tear for many months, over¬ 
flowed on the hand of his son. 

The soul of Louis was then as in 
heaven. He was speechless with grati¬ 
tude ; and when his father looked upon 
him, he beheld his face, indeed as an 
angel j for all that he had' taught ’iid 
promised, was then effulerent in his i 
ward eyes. 

< Loliis passed tire night in his' father’s 
chamber. And before another sun arose 
and set, and rose again, lie had so entirely 
satisfied him of the truth and efficacy of 
the religion of Christ, that the noble pe¬ 
nitent begged to seal his repentance and 
his faith, by receiving the holy sacrament 
from the hands of the prior of Saint 
Philip’s. 

During these few sacred days, the Duke 
became so tranquillized by the hopes of 
religion, tljat he found freedom of mind 
sufficient, to converse with^his son on his 
future temporal concerns. He took pefi 



THE PASTOll’S rniE-SIDE. 268 


and ink, to write somethingto'thateffect; 
which he forbade Louis to open, till the 
writer were no more. 

“ It particularly relates to England ; ” 
said he, “ for that country must hereafter 
be yours. It is the only one I ever knew, 
where virtue, is a man’s best friend. You 
came innocent out of it; and it is to 
your own credj|, and the influence of 
God alone, that you return unpolluted 
by the stains which have madS my name 
one universal bfot. Oh, Louis,” cried 
he, wringing his hands ; “ you have taken 
from your father, the sting of death; 
you have brought him the true unction of 
heaven ;* and g?ven him that peace, which 
the world and all its empires cannot give; 
and what do 1 bequeath thee in return. 
The memory of my irifamy ? But it will 
not reach you. in England; or if it do, 
that people are too j list, to condemn the 
lilameless* son, for the delinquency of his 
narent.” 

Louis’s heart sprang to that country to 
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which his father exhorted him to return. 
Since he left it, his pilgrimage had been 
one of anguish; an expedition of contest 
and sorrow; of defeat without error; and 
victory which could yield n6 triumph. 

But you will live, my father! ” said 
he, observing that for the last few hours 
his pains had ceased; and his cc^mte- 
nance bespoke, if' not the serenity of 
innocence, the resignation 'of religion. 
“'Your bodily sulfferings are ameliorated; 
and we shall see England together.” 

Ripperda looked on him with a sudden 
brightness in his eye. 

“ That penance is spared me! ” cried 
he, “ while on earth, I /shoiild »feel that 
memory and repro&ch are the worms that 
never die! I have indeed, no pain; 
neither in my spirki nor in my Ijody; and 
in the moment the latter ceased, your 
father felt the l^pnd was taken off that 
fastened his frafl being to this world ! ” 

Louis now understood; what another 
few hours would so soon demonstrate. 
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“ Here is the remnant of a sword,” re¬ 
joined the Duke, putting the shattered 
remains of one into his son’s hand. “ It 
broke in the conflict on the breach of 
Ceuta, but it did not fail me. Its frac¬ 
tured blade slew the Biscayen who 
wounded you in my defence. Preserve it 
Louit} for it‘ was my friend, when I be¬ 
lieve I had hardly another friend left. 
It saved my life from assassins in the 
mountains of Genca. Wfto wi§lde<I it, i 
know not; but roniark its motto, J’ose I 
and should you ever meet its owner, re¬ 
member that William de Ripperda’s last 
injunction was. Gratitude!” 

Louis kissed the shattered blade, and 
put it into his bosom.’ At the same in¬ 
stant he heard a stir in the vestibule; and 
with a melancholy haste, he rose, and 
opened the curtain, to welcome the prior 
of Saint Philip. 

The Roman Catholic , religion was 
the first Ripperda had exercised j and 
"hbugh he knew it by its ceremonials only, 

VOL. jy. ,N 
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yet it was most grateful to him to die in 
its profession : — And as his soul now 
worshipped the only God and Saviour, in 
spirit and in truth ; in his circumstances, 
every water was alike holy that baptized 
him to salvation. 

“ Father! ” said he, when the priest 
entered; “ you come to behold in me 
the end of all human vanity. What have 
I not been ? What.am I new ? An ex¬ 
ample, a?id a beacon! What Ripperda 
was, is now forgotten what he i.s, will be 
remembered by men, and reproached 
upon his posterity, when God has erased 
the record for ever! ’* 

With his hands clauped in those of the 
prior, he made a short, but contrite con¬ 
fession of his transgressions and his 
faith. From those hallowed lips he re¬ 
ceived the sacred absolution; and as the 
consummation of his eternal peace, raised 
on his bed uppn his knees, and supported 
on the breast of his sqn, for the first, 
and the last time, he received the pleage 

9 
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of his salvation, in tasting with a believer's 
heart, the last supper of our Lord. 

“ It is the bread of life! ” cried he, 
firmly pressing the hand ofLquis; and 
starting forward with his eyes rivetted, as 
if on some invisible object: — “ Thou 
hast given it me j and thy mother —^—** 
he fell back on the bosom of his son. 
At that moment, the smile which was 
once so beautifpl,* but now ren^jered 
ghastly by the hues of ‘death, fMtted over 
his blanched lipsi It seemed the glit¬ 
tering wing of a seraph, escaping the 
marble tomb. All was still. The voice 
of the priest raised a requiem to the de¬ 
parting spirit; •bfit Louis had neither 
voice nor tear. He was’sunk on his knees, 
to adore the merciful God, into whose 
presence his beloved* father was then 
passed away. 
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CHAP. XV. 

Louis opened the sealed* packet, and 
obeyed his father’s dying injunctions to 
the minutest circumstance. , 

. According to^he npble penitent’s writ¬ 
ten command, and by the friendly ma¬ 
nagement of tlie faithful Arab, his death 
was concealed from the Moors, until all 
was accomplished which lie wished to be 
done. When every thing was completed, 
his body was taken away by night to the 
chapel of Saint Philip, and buried in its 
consecrated garden, without pomp, or a 
register on his grave. 

Louis remained for a’o hour alone, by 
the humbled relics of all that was once 

r , 

admired ,,and honoured in man. His 
heart would have been with that cold 
corse, had he not known that its spirit 
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Tjnist be sought in other regions. But on 
■ hat awful spot, he called on the shade oi 
ms mother; he invoked the soul of him, 
who had sinned and been forgiven ! He 
laid his owrt ambition, and all that was 
yet within him of this world, on that first 
altar of nature, at the foot of the cross. 
He rose with a holy confidence, and was 
comforted. 

He bade* adieu to the brethren, who 
mow knew him as the sWi of th»deceasefi, 
and blessed hin\ for his filial heroism. 
The prior conducted him, with a similar 
benediction, to the boat that was to con¬ 
vey him to the late Bash'a’s armed galleon 
in the bay. Maftini was already there, 
with the Count de Patinos. Ripperda 
had held him a close prisoner in a remote 
tower of the Ginaraliph; but with his 
dying breath, he pronounced his release j 
and the Count with otl^er Christain cap¬ 
tives, to wdiom the same \oice-gave liber* 
ty, were now. safely embarked, along 
with the treasures of Ripperda, in the 
N 3 
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vessel that was to carry his son to the op¬ 
posite shore. 

Nature seemed to have put on her 
mourning garments; for all was universal 
darkness: not a star in the heavens, nor 
a glow-worm on the beach, shed one 
ray of light to guide his little bark, as it 
silently floated down the river. 

He left a letter with the prior, for the 
Marquis Santa Cruz. It was to be convey¬ 
ed to Ceuta with'ltlie first messenger from 
the brotherhood; and would inform him of 
the melancholy and decisive events in Te- 
tuan. Louis wrote fully on every subject; 
and told the Marquis, that, his father had 
ordered him to take de Patinos and the 
Christian captives to Gibraltar, and from 
thence give them liberty. The Duke 
had also enjoined certain sums to be left 
with the brethren of Ceuta and Tetuan, 
for the ransom of other captives in the 
interior ; xvhile the treasure on board the 
galleon was to be consigned to the gp- 
vernor of Gibraltar, under the personal 
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agency of Martini d’Urbino, for a general 
fund towards freeing the numerous Chris¬ 
tian slaves on the coast of Barbary. 

Louis closed liis letter, with his father’s 
commands rfcspecting his return to Eng¬ 
land, and his own wish to the same pur¬ 
pose. But he added, he would not take 
so decisive a step until he could consult the 
Marquis, how far he might comply, with¬ 
out violatiifg hi^ pledged duty to Spain. 
It was therefore 'his VTesign ^o re-visit 
Ceuta, as soon ’as he had fulfilled his 
commission at the British fortress; and 
from the experienced counsel, and un¬ 
swerving integrity of Santa Cruz, shape 
his future fate 

But Louis was never to see Ceuta 
again; never to set his foot again upon 
the Spanish shore; ifor to hear the voice 
of Santa Cruz, till his destiny was de¬ 
cided beyond the power of friendship to 
dissuade or annul. 

Awhirlwindfrom the north-west,caught 
die galleon and its newly enfranchised 
• N 4 
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crew, at the mouth of the bay of Tetuan, 
and drove it out to sea, where it was beat¬ 
en about at the mercy of the winds and 
waves for many days. After having been 
twice nearly wrecked, first on the coast 
of Algiers, and then on the spiky shores 
of Murcia, a Levanter suddenly spring¬ 
ing up, drove them as fiercely back to¬ 
wards the Straits ; and falling calm oppo¬ 
site the Bay of Gibraltar, on the tenth 
morning a^er he isuiled, Louis landed at 
the British fortress. 

As he stepped out on the old mole, the 
partialities of his infancy were awa¬ 
kened instantly by what he saw j and 
though more than a n'oipinal Spaniard, 
he felt the exultation of an Englishman, 
in viewing that rock, and those bastions, 
where the most heroic and persevering 
atchievements had been performed by the 
countrymen of his mother. It was Eng¬ 
land’s own imp^fial domain ; and Louis 
sighed when he inwardly exclaimed, 
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'' Oh ! why did I wish for any other 
country?” 

Lorenzo awaited him in the town with 
a packet from Santa Cruz. It; was in 
answer to that which the Tetuan monks 
had forwarded to Ceuta; and was writ¬ 
ten just as the Spanish army was embark¬ 
ing on its return to Spain. By order of 
the King, Santa Cruz had made peace 
with the new government of the Moors, 
and was recalled* with,^is whole family, 
to rejoin the Court at Seville, and attend 
it to Madrid, rfut this was not all the 
Marquis had to communicate ; he inclos¬ 
ed an angry letter from the Queen, on 
the subject of Loyis having preferred the 
errors of heresy to J;he truths of the 
Church ; and the prejudices of an absurd 

education, to the favour of his too indul- 

• 

gent Sovereigns. Her indignation was 
so highly incensed against so signal an 
instance of folly and ingratitude, that she 
told Santa* Cruz, the delinquent must no 
longer consider himself protected by Spa- 

N 5 
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nish laws, should he ever presume to re¬ 
enter that country. 

“ 'Tis well!” said Louis to himself; 
and he turned the page. 

Santa Cruz then addresstpd him as a 
father, consoling and cheering him with 
every argument that could be drawn from 
an heroic and^pious mind. 

“ You have convinced me,” added he, 
“ that the Holy One^ is no respecter of 
persons; that al^.. of e^ery country and 
sect, who work ^Q’works of righteousness, 
are accepted by him. If I can bring you 
brighter tidings from my at present inex¬ 
orable mistress, you shall see me again in 
Lindisfarne. Meanwhile, be assured of 
the parental exertions of your unalien¬ 
able friend, 

Santa Cruz.” 

A heart-wringii^ farewell was added 
by the Marchioness. It was blotted with 
her tears; for she, who knew the vindic¬ 
tive personal arrogance of the Queen, had 
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no hope of her being appeased ; and 
there were expressions of a wild and mys¬ 
terious regret in this affecting postscript, 
that puzzled Louis to understand j while, 
once or twipe, he unconsciously sighed 
when he read the name of Marcella, 
coupled with words of maternal lamenta¬ 
tion. She was ill, and urging her father 
to place her in the convent she had so 
long resisted. 

A letter from’Ferdiijand seemeAto ex¬ 
plain this change in her resolution. “ He 
regretted that his own selfish wishes had 
ever given her an idea, that such an im¬ 
molation could purchase his happiness. 
He acknowledged that he now saw his 
father would not be bribed, even by her 
compliance, to grant wliat he had once 
refused to the same plea. Persuasion 
was the only engine that could be used 
with any hope j “ and,” he added, “ were 
you to second Marcella’s entreaties for 
me, with your persuasi&ns T should not 
fear a refusal*. My father bolds you in 
n.6 
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such esteem, I think he could deny yoii 
nothing. 

“ It was only yesterday, he was near!} 
drawn into a quarrel on your account; 
and, that k did not come to a more seri- 
ous argument than dialogue, is, I be¬ 
lieve, more owing to his principle against 
duelling, than to any deference to his 
antagonist. 

“ The affair took place in the Queen’.s 
cabinet,; where, k seems, a little junto 
sits every*^'morning, previous to the 
council in the King’s presence. About 
half a dozen old grandees, your father’s 
mortal enemies,—and, consequently, no 
friends to his son,—followed ug their ob¬ 
servations on the late busiljess in Africa, 
with certain insinuations against all of 
his race. The Quegn was already pro¬ 
voked at your decliriing the King’s condi¬ 
tional re-investiture; and,..in.stigated by 
the sly hints of tlicse men, she, in her 
turn, let drop a* few animadversions on 
your conduct. This was linleashing the„ 
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hounds; the cry was up; and, in five 
seconds, the poor Marquis de Montemar 
was torn limb from limb. He was to 
be publicly branded as a heretic ; depriv¬ 
ed of his fortunes and his namfe ; and the 
memory of his ancestors erased from the 
archives of the Escurial! 

“ If your. Majesty gives but the word 
to our gracious Sovereign,’* exclaimed 
the old Duke d*Almeida, “ in another 
hour, the last of* thatjjpbellious race 
be reduced to the condition of its long 
demerits, and be numbered with the 
dregs of the people ! ” 

“ We have a petition here to the King, 
to that purpose*” hastily rejoined the 
Count de Paz.' “ If Your Majesty would 
sanction it with your royal signature!” 

Isabella took the pen. Duke Whar¬ 
ton, who was present, but who had re¬ 
mained all this time in silence, turned 
haughtily towards de Pkz : “ And who 

are we ?”* cried he ; then, with his usual 
'-•ffrontery, laying his hand on the papct 
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before the Queen, exclaimed: “ This is 
all short of the mark! These venerable 
Lords, in the compassion of their natures, 
have refrained from noting to your Ma¬ 
jesty, the true offence of this, daring An- 
glo-Spaniard. They know, that the fa¬ 
vour with which half the princesses of 
Europe have treated this audacious young 
man, has turned his head with vanity. 
Nothing will now satisfy him, but to as¬ 
sume It particular v;lefereilce to the Queen 
of Spain’s commands alone. He rejects 
the King’s conditions, not because he 
prefers heresy and rebellion, but he is 
ambitious to pay all his duty to his coun¬ 
try, rather as a personal devotion to the 
royal Isabella, than as a peremptory obli¬ 
gation to his Sovereign. This wild arro* 
gance must arm all our hearts against 
him; I, therefore, petition your Majesty 
not to mock your own dignity, by a beg¬ 
garly stripping him of lands and parch¬ 
ments, but give him Phaeton’^s ffite at 
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once! Strike him where he is vulnerable, 
by banishing him your presence for ever.’* 

The Queen’s colour heightened dur¬ 
ing this speech. She rose proudly from 
her chair: V My Lords,” said she, “what 
the Duke of Wharton has intimated shall 
have its weight with me. Meanwliile, 
I will reconsider the sentence you are to 
propose to the King, and give you . y di¬ 
rections aqpordingly.” 

“ On my fatHe/ ariiving ay.he^alace, 
(which was immediatelyafter the breaking 
up of the consultation,) the Queen’s secre¬ 
tary told him all that had passed. He was 
justly irritated at the false representation 
Duke Wharton had so malignantly made, of 
the motives of your conduct; and accident¬ 
ally meeting him in his return through the 
gallery, he accosted Ijim without ceremo¬ 
ny, and with a severe reproof. Wharton 
listened to him with a provoking kind of 
respect; and when my father, witli some 
heat,hacf finished his reproaches, the Duke 
coolly replied: 
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“ I am sorry your Lordship and I 
should differ on any subject; but you are 
too good a Catholic to wish any man to 
speak against his conscience ! ” 

“ I am too much a man of honour, 
Duke Wharton, to sanction any man in 
speaking otherwise than what is fact. I 
know the Marquis de Montemar ; and 
you, ’^^ve no authority for what you said 
this morning to the Queen.” 

‘‘ Did the Mar^iis Santa Cruz wear a 
cowl instead of a helmet,” answered the 
Duke, “ I might possibly make him master 
of ray cabala j but, as it is, we may part 
friends, since I am determined not to 
confess myself his enemy.” 

“ My father turqed indignantly from 
the ga) bow of the Duke, and so they 
separated. 

“ These are bad symptoms for you, 
dearest Louis,” continued the letter of 
Ferdinand ; “ but if any thing can be 
done to protect your paternal rights in 
this country, my father will do it. And, 
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as to my mother, I believe she thinks of 
you more than she does of me; but that 
is because you deserve it better. Write 
to me from Gibraltar; and say that you 
will gladly ‘welcome to England yov.[ 
friend, 

Ferdinand d’Osorio.” 

Louis received these packets from Lo- 
renEo, at the hpuse of a Spanish mfer- 
chant residing in the of*Gibralt2r. 
The Spaniard was known to Santa Cruz, 
and recommended by him, as a person 
well adapted to assist in the accomplish¬ 
ment of Louis’s views in visiting the rock. 
He found the Jidbse in a retired part of 
the town, and preferred such a residence 
before the military bustle of the British 
quarters. 

Having read the letters of his Spanish 
'fiends, he put them*ipto a bosom that 
had long been accustomed so to hide the 
sorrows of his* heart; and, having seen 
the Count de Patinos respectfully attend- 



282 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDL. 

ed to by Lorenzo, and the other captives 
comfortably disposed nnder the care of 
Martini, he quitted the merchant’s house, 
to seek h^s first conference with the Bri¬ 
tish Governor. 

He had no occasion for other introduc¬ 
tion to General ♦ * * *, than the announce¬ 
ment of his name. The gazettes of Ceuta 
had been daily in the hands of the British 
gaVrison ; and the trem§ndods bombard- 
nfent of tks Spari!^ fortress having been 
seen from the heights of Calpe, its gal¬ 
lant defence was read with avidity by the 
generous spectators. The Marquis de 
Montemar filled every line in the two 
last reports; and General * * * * rose to 
receive him, with that respect in his de¬ 
portment, which is the brightest meed 
that veteran glory can bestow on youth¬ 
ful fame. 

While Louis sat \/ith the English Com- 
mander, in spite of his late inattention 
to objects of trifling import, the furniture 
and style of the apartment struck him 
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as what he had not seen since he left 
England; — and, he was conscious to an 
emotion, as if he had drawn at once near 
to his home; and even felt <;lie atmos. 
phere of this* room, different from that in 
the Spanish quarter of' the rock. 

It was not necessary, in his conversation 
with the Governor, to pain himself hf 
any elaborate explanation of his father’s 
rupture with the, Spanish Court, mid his 
fatal engagement witfi^hat of*Moroc<!fo. 
The pillars of Hercules were too near 
to each other, for what was transacted 
under the shadow of the one, to be un¬ 
known to the inhabitants at the foot of 
the other. The 'Governor of Gibraltar 
admired the greatnes's of the Duke de 
Ripperda, when his virtues guided the 
Spanish helm; and his own virtues did 
not prevent him pitying the fallen states¬ 
man, when his ill-directed resentment 
made him dictator to a horde of bar¬ 
barians. 

Louis pleaded to himself the partial 
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pbrenzy of his father’s mind, as some 
extenuation of hi| conduct. He learnt 
from Martini, that the Duke’s passions 
had always been strong; b^it, until he re¬ 
ceived the wound on his^^head in the 
porch of the Jesuits at Vienna, they were 
always under his controul. From that 
perilous hour, his temper' became more 
irritable; and in every way he shewed 
himself more vulnerable to the attack of 
chcumstasices. "Kiese circumstances at 
last overwhelmed him; and, disappointed, 
insulted,and betrayed, madness contended 
with reason in his brain. With just 
enough of the one, to shew him the enor¬ 
mity of his retaliation,' apd of the other 
to precipitate him* into its commission, 
he became the desperate victim of re¬ 
venge ; a renegade) and a slave. 

Nought of this passed the lips of Louis 
to the English general; but he under¬ 
stood it all, frgm the report of certain 
Jews from the coast of Barbary; and, in 
conversing with the son of the unhappy 
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Duke, he delicately implied, that - he 
knew his illustrious father had been led 
to his last fatal step, by the false lights of 
a distempered mind. 

“ In his fetter hours,” replied Louis, 
“,.that, indeed fatal disorder was taken 
away. He was restored to the upright 
principle of his former character j and 
his penitence for the effect of his derelic¬ 
tion, was arf dce^, as his injuries were in¬ 
delible. But, in thST hour ,of Terrible 
recollections, he»forgave all, as he hoped 
to be forgiven. And I saw him die in 
the faith of the church.” 

Louis spoke this with a steady voice; 
and a certain digdity elevating the sadness 
of his countenance, ’A^hicb convinced his 
auditor, that the son of Kipperda felt the 
honour of his name returned to him, in 
the restoration of his father to the reli¬ 
gion and partfon of Jiis God. 

General •*** entere(^ with zeal into 
the plans which the deceased Duke had 
laid down, for the redemption of several 
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hundred Christian slaves in the interior of 
the Barbary states. And as the scheme 
must occupy much time, and numerous 
agents, to bring it to effect; Ripperda 
had fixed upon Martini, as» the negoci- 
ating person, on the Spanish side of the 
lines of San Roque. Certain deposits 
of treasure for ransoms, were to be left, 
both in his hands, and in those of the 
Governor of the English fttttress, who, 
from the ppliticahRelatiohs between it and 
the Barbary coast, coulcj, be the most ef¬ 
ficient agent in the great design. 

General **** having heard of the pro¬ 
bable sequestration of all the Ripperda 
property in Spain, ventured to hint to 
the despoiled heir, that there might be an 
excess of generosity, in at once relin¬ 
quishing so vast a sum as that which the 
munificence of the Duke had allotted to 
the cause of charity. 

” Had he foreseen the injustice of the 
Spanish government to his son,” continued 
the veteran, ” I doubt not he would have 
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bequeathed his benevolence in a more 
prudent measure! It therefore becomes 
you, Marquis, to make the restrictions 
common equity suggests.” 

“ No i” r,eplied Louis, m’y father’s 
wealth was hi 5 own. I have no right, 
had I the wish, to lay an appropriating 
hand on a single ingot. I am rich, in 
the task of obeying his commands. And 
for myself, Jthe wor>d does not want ways 
for a man, of feifr pergimal wanJ;s,1to gain 
an honourable subsistence.” 

A few days put every thing in a train 
for the prosecution of Ripperda’s charit¬ 
able bequest. The treasure was lodged in 
the government-house; and a list of all 
the yet unredeemed. Christian slaves in 
Barbary, put into the general’s hands. 
The enfranchised captives, which Louis 
had brought with him, were ready at the 
British lines, on the land-side of the for¬ 
tress, to pass into Spain! On t^akiug leave 
of their benef^tor; he who had so religi¬ 
ously, and with lai’gesses of money besides. 
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obeyed every tittle of the d^sceased 
Duke’s will in their behalf; they fell 
on their knees before him, and implored 
for blessings on his life. 

“ The past has been a vale^f sorrows!” 
sighed he to himself, as he cheerfully bid 
them adieu, and gave them blessing fgr 
blessing. 

Martini was to lead these happy cap¬ 
tives to their native land ; and to take up 
h» own *5psiden» at* the castle of de 
Montemar, until the execution of the ex¬ 
pected decree against its lord should 
drive him out into some humbler 
abode; where he would still exercise the 
benevolent agency, whi<sh alone could 
have persuaded him to separate himself 
from the immediate presence of thebe¬ 
loved son of his evet-honoured master. 

He wept at parting with Louis, and 
his brother Lorenzp. 

“ I am .but your servant, my Lord! ” 
said he, “ but these are times when the 
heart knows no distinctions, but those of 
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attachn>ent. Your noble father is gone; 
and you may cut me piece-meal, before 
I feel his son otherwise, than bone qf my 
bone, and yet my honoured Lord/’ 

Louis pres*sed the faithful creature to 
his heart ;* and could he have wept, his 
tears would have mingled with those of 
Martini, which bathed his cheek. 

The Count de Patinos was to accom¬ 
pany the returning column. He tQp was 
to take leave of his generous Ji’rotector. 
It was beneath his’rank to bow the knee j 
it was adverse to his nature, to call a be¬ 
nediction on his liead: but lie embraced 
Louis wuth the ceremonial of his country, 
while the extension of his arms was as 
cold and repelling, as if the mutual 
touch transformed benefits to injuries. 

As the Count turned away, “ Thus,” 
said Louis to himself^ “ does Spain and 
all its interests depart f?o«i me! ” 

Some otlier thoughts, in which Spain 
liad a share, traversed his mind, as he 
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slowly took his way through the devious 
path-ways in the rock, towards the dwell¬ 
ing of his Spanish host. As he entered 
it, he felt, it was possible to regret never 
respiring the atmosphere ofISpain again. 

The Governor had informed him, that 
a British^ frigate would sail for Ports¬ 
mouth next day. A passage was eager¬ 
ly offered to him by the captain j and 
after dining with his'npw friends in the 
garrison, •'and bidding them farewell, on 
the evening previous ■to the night he 
was to embark, he ascended the summit 
of the mountain to look round, and to 
breathe his last adieu to lands he should 
never see again. 

He was alone, and so distant from the 
garrison, not a sound came to his ear, 
as he pensively'mounted steep after 
steep, till he reached the old signal-house; 
at this time, a done deserted tower on 
the highest point of the rock.' All was 
calm within him, in this moment of final 
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,sc*i)aratioii from all that had once possess¬ 
ed Ills whole heart, and been the utmost 
bounds of his far-stretching ambition. 

The extended and magnificent scenery, 
which derived a kind of visionary beauty 
1‘rora the pure and luminous atmosphere 
in which it was displayed, seemed to 
refine the faculties by which it was con-. 
templated, and to dilate his soul with a 
tranquil an*d dojotional delight. 

“ Is it,” thought ^e, “ tfiat as man 
draws near the I'egion of celestial spirits, 
he begins to partake their ethereal 
nature?” 

Still some earth!}' remembrances clung 
to the spot, that horizon bounded. He 
looked from side to side. The vast At¬ 
lantic, rolling into the Straits, and plough¬ 
ed by many a proud frigate, did not bold 
his attention Ipng. He turned towards 
the east, where the Mediterranean took 
its milder course, flowiftg far away, be¬ 
tween the hdstile shores of Spain and 
Africa; till lost in distant Italy, and 
o 2 
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farther Greece. The Moorish coast was 
boldly distinguished by prominent head¬ 
lands and towering cliffs. Tliey seemed 
to stretcb to an infinite extent. And, 

Ir 

on the opposite shore, and to the same 
unlimited horizon, rose the mountain¬ 
ous regions of Spain, the snow-clad 
Grenadines, and the empurpled heights 
of Antequera. The plains were diver¬ 
sified •with town| and castles; and, 
immediatefy beneath him, lay the lines 
of San Roque. He gazed on that Spain 
he was to leave for ever; that Spain, 
which held the Marquis Santa Cruz; 
and her, whose voice lie was to hear no 
more. But the sounds were still echo¬ 
ing in his heart; in his troubled dreams, 
or w'aking musings,. he often heard the 
same. I cannot dissuade the Marquis 
de Montemar from that, for which I 

honour him!” He often heard her say; 

« 

“ Look up, and cherish life; for heaven 
knows how to bless, when all the worhl 
has failed!” 
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His melancholy eyes ranged over the 
abundant vales of Andalusia. That very 
province of Spain, on which he was n<?W 
looking down for the last time, was his 
own inheritance! But that was little. 
He turned to the red line of light which 
now tracked the darkening coast of Af¬ 
rica. There stood the rugged clifls of 
Abyla, frowning in mist over the towers 
he had so ititely defended with his blood. 
Beyond, lay a dekrer^pot! *The green 
sod that covered his father’s grave.-— 
There, the dews of night fell; and the 
wailing of the blast in the lonely tur¬ 
rets around, were all which hereafter 
would supply»the place of a son’s tears 
and groans! 

“ Oh, my father!” cried he, “ Thou 
sleepest alone ! Far* from thy wife and 
child I Far from the country of thy birth, 
or thy adoption — betrayed, forgotten, 
stigmatiaed!” 

While this* bitter remembrance enve¬ 
nomed the before .resigned state of his 
o 3 
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mind, his upward eye was struck witli 
the appearance of an eagle, as if emerg¬ 
ing from the ether; so high was its ele- 
\ ation, as it floated over him, on vigorous 
and steady wing. It moved towards 
the coast of Barbary. It seemed to hover 
over the heights of Tetuan:—it de¬ 
scended for a while j remained stationary 
in mid air; and then, soaring aloft like 
a dart of light, was lofet /n the heavens. 

Louis saw no i^re.' That bird was 
the crest of his family. Imagination 
and grief were busy in his heart. He 
burst into tears, and slowly descended 
the mountain. 



CHAP. XVJ. 


A sLiCCEssioN of various weather, at last 
brought thd frigate, which contained 
Louis de Montemar, and his faithful 
Lorenzo, in sight of the British coast. 
He was returning todkj, after^ afl^bsencc 
ol' little more tjian two years, “ a man 
of sorrows, and acquainted with grief 1” 
In the morning of his youth, he bore in 
his bosom the experience of age. But 
it was not witjj a»bent spirit, nor a wearied 
courage. 

“ I am bruised,” said he to himselfi 
“ but not broken.. 1 have yet, bonds 
of duty to the world, and 1 will not 
shrink from n^y task,” 

But Jie felt this inward assurance 
spring and grow, exactly in proportion 
as he drew nearer to the coast Avherc he 
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he had imbibed the first aliments of ali 
that was greatly emulous in his mind ; 
where his heart had first known the glows 
of dear domestic tenderness j where, in 
short, he nrst knew a home.’ 

“ Since I left it,” cried he, “ I have 
never found another!” and, as he stood 
on the deck of the vessel,' he thought 
the glittering summits of the cliffs he 
descried at a distance, shone on him like 
the welionyng smfies of a mother. 

He landed. Portsmouth did not de¬ 
tain him long; nor any town, nor any 
track he passed overj while the rapid 
vehicle in which he threw himself, con¬ 
veyed him with all the' eagerness of his 
wishes towards Northumberland. 

It was the season of the year when 
the family of Lindisfarne were usually 
removed to Morewick-hall. Though the 
summer was far advanced, in the southern 
climate he had Jefl; in the colder lati¬ 
tudes of England he found snow on the 
mountains, and ice in the vallies. The 
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leafless woods shook their glittering 
branches in the keen blast, and the heavy 
t(. ining with a hail-stoiin, burst, 
a:.' 'lied the road. 

Lonif« would not, think of .the orange 
groves, and gales laden with balm and 
fragrance, he had so lately left behind; 
but he did^not check the remembrance,- 
because he regretted the change 
There were memories attached^o it, 
which he wishod not to cling too closely 
to his heart, when he shoitld first jlress 
to his returning bosom, the venerable 
form of him, who had blessed him when 
he last crossed the top of that hill! — 

As soon as ^ the well-known pinnacles 
of More wick-hall, appeared over the woods 
at the bottom of the valley, he called to 
the postilion to proceed slower. He 
was alone. For he could not approach 
that house, j\’ith any witness of his emo¬ 
tion. But the man’liad no sooner obeyed 
his directions, and was \tinding down 
the hlU with a leisurely pace, than Louis 
• o 5 
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felt the agitation of his mind encreased 
by the slowness that permitted recollec¬ 
tion to crowd his thoughts with images. 
He changed his commands, and the dri¬ 
ver set off on the spur towards the gates 
of Morewick. 

Many an apprehension was in his bo¬ 
som. Many a wringing reflection. How 
had he ^ft that place ? How did he re¬ 
turn f And what would be the pangs of 
meeting^^ after the wreck of so many 
liopes! — 

He was taking counsel of his man¬ 
hood, to sustain with firmness the ques¬ 
tions wliich must surrimon the shadows, 
whose torturing substance he had endured 
without a receding nerve;—tvhen his car¬ 
riage entered the gates of Morewick 
Park. Lost in self-recollection, it was 
only by the jerk of the hoi’ses in stop¬ 
ping before the mansion,, that Louis 
knew he was arrivetl.* The carriage door 
was opened. * In that land of hospitality, 
the house-door also stood at large. He 
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sprang from his vehicle into the hall. 
Servants were entering it from different 
avenues ; but he passed through them 
all, and knew nothing of what he saw or 
did, till he found himself at the feet of 
his revered uncle. 

He was clasped in the arms of his 
aunt; and ,Alice bathed his hand with 
her happy tears. 

It was many minutes before a word 
was spoken. But every heartJpiew each 
other’s language, and the folded hands 
of Mr. Athelstone, as he stood over his 
nephew, told to all who looked on him, 
that his grateful soul was then at the 
feet of his God. 

The embrace with which Louis strain- 

• 

ed his aunt to his bosom, recalled her 
passing senses |o recollootion; and, 
throwing her arms* round his neck, she^ 
wept there, almost to sufibcation. While 
the Pastor, with eyss no less the wit¬ 
nesses *of a joy that •has f)ot words, as¬ 
sisted his ‘nephew to bear her to tin* 

• o (j 
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settee, Louts put the venerable hand to 
his lips. The last time he so pressed 
it, he was possessed of a father whom 
he loved and honoured! — That father 
was now ho more; and th^ pride with 
which he then dwelt on his name, was 
extinguished for ever! He would not 
allow the swelling sluices ofVhis heart to 
give way, or even to intimate what was 
labouring there, by pressing that hand 
to his bQ«om! 

“ Dearesl Louis!” cried Alice, who 
was the first to speak j ~ for her mother 
sat on the sofa with her arms still on the 
neck of her nephew, and gazing with 
anguish on his face: — “ Pearest Louis!” 
cried her daughter, in a voice as plain¬ 
tive as her mother’s looks; “ Oh, how 
you are changed!” 

“ Not in heart, Alice!” said he, turn- 
Hig his eyes tenderly upon her. 

“ Ah! that voice, is still his own!” 
cried Mrs. Conin|sby, throwing herself 
upon his bosom, and weeping afresh. 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 50X 


“ Yes, Catlierinej” said the Pastor, 
regarding the agitated groupe, with all 
the tenderness of his sainted spirit. “ A 
veil has fallen over the lustre of that 
beauty yoji used to prize so much! but 
it is a veil only 5 the light of heaven is 
still behind it!” 

It was uot until this day ol’ emotion 
was quite over; and that both Mra. 
Coningsl^ and Alice had given their 
hands to the kneeling obeisanpe of Lo- 
renzo, with rather the wefcome of kin¬ 
dred than of s*uperiors ; and the calming 
solitude of night had schooled every 
heart to the necessity of, at least, assum¬ 
ing tranquillity, that the little circle at 
Morewick could fully feel the happiness 
of re-union. 

Before Louis quitted his chamber next 
morning, the usual domestic groupe wer^ 
assembled in the breakfast room. Mr. 
Athelstone, with ’ pious gratitude, re- 
marke’d to Mrs. Coningsby on the trying 
circumstances of his nephew’s yet early 
1 



302 the PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 

life; and exulted in the integrity with 
which he had passed so fiery an ordeal. 

“ Yes,” returned she, “ tnany begin 
their contest when he has finished his. 
But he has not escaped the marks!” and 
she shuddered while she wiped the start¬ 
ing tear from her eye. 

“ Man’s contest,” rejoined„the Pastor, 
“ is not finished till he grounds his arms 
in the grave. That our nephew has so 
soon commenced hjs combat; that he 
has so bravely resisted what has overcome 
more veteran spirits; is a sign that 
much remains for him to do. The sol¬ 
diers of our heavenly captain, are not 
taught in vain: they mu^t struggle and 
conquer until the end; and then they 
will receive their rest and their reward!” 

“ Hitherto,” replied Mrs. Coningsby, 
.with almost audible sobs, “ his discipline 
has been severe indeed! but altered as 
he is, never did 1* behold affliction so 
dignified. His eyes, in their brightest 
haj>piness, never looked so lovely as last 
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night, in the wordless anguish of his 
soul.” 

“ And yet, Catherine, you lament his 
bloom!” 

“ No, ^r. Athelstone, it *is the cause 
oKks loss, that fills me with regret.” 

“ But I do;” cried Alice, “ I lament 
the loss of all that was my former Louis! 
his light, ethereal step, — his look of ra¬ 
diance, —; and his voice of such soul-en¬ 
trancing gladn&ss! -► But n^;»!r his move¬ 
ments are slow: his cheek is wan and 
faded j and his voice is so full of pity, 
I could weep whenever he speaks.” 

“ Give him time, ray child,” returned 
the Pastor; “ the hand of recent sorrow 
is yet heavy on hinv. He must yield his 
tribute to Nature. Suffer him now, and 
Nature will reward ,us with an ample re¬ 
storation of all his delighting powers.” 

Louis’s entrance checked the reply of 
Alice, And now he*was welcomed to 
The dear domestic breakfast table, with 
smiles, instead of the tears which on 
6 
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the foregoing night, lingei’ed in ever) 
eye until the hour of retirement. 

During the meal Mr. Athelstone made 
the conversation cheerful, by turning it on 
general subjects, and particularly enlarg¬ 
ing on Sir Anthony’s improved mai(|br 
of life. He had thrown aside all his old, 
reprehensible habits, and preferring the 
occasional society of his niece Cornelia, 
(who, in consequence of the gout flying 
about hk'. was now with Iiim at Chel¬ 
tenham,) his days passed in the equable 
current of domestic comfort and social 
respectability. 

While the Pastor pursued this dis¬ 
course, and Louis listened to him with 
evident pleasure, Alice ' contemplated 
her cousin’s face and figure; and at last 
wondered within herself, how she could 
have thought him so greatly altered. 
If any change had taken- place in his 
figure, it unquestionably was to its ad¬ 
vantage. A certS.!n martial dignity was 
added to its former pliant grace. It was 
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now a form it'here every god had seemed 
to have set his seal to shape the perfect 
man; — before, it was that of a beautiful 
youth, — the dawn of this ctiecquercd, 
but resplendent day! 

If*" this were the case, it must then be 
!iis black garments, which had at tirst 
struck her w‘ith some melancholy idea 
of a change in his person as well as face! 
she scanned that face witij equal scru¬ 
tiny. To her poetic lancy; ms still 
matchless smile qilayed under the sofl 
moonlight of his now pensive eyes, like 
the shadowed, yet scintillating wave of 
her native stream. 

At the moment this romantic image 
crossed her mind, shd descried a spot of 
a deeper hue than the rest, and of the 
form and tint of a fdded leaf^ upon his 
cheek. 

“ Dear Louis!” sail] she, pressing 
aflectionately to his side„And putting her 
finger on the*place; “ what mark is 
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liiat ?—It was not there when you Jeit 

All her cousin’s wonted bloom suffii* 
scd that pale cheek, and obliterated the 
mark, as she uttered the question. It 
was the remains of the wound he had 
received there, in defending the life ol' 
Don Ferdinand. 

“ Do not enquire of all things, •sweet 
Alice!’’ returned he, as he pressed her 
hand to liis lips. 

But he said it with an accent and a 
look so fraught with tenderness, and a 
something implied besides, that Fer¬ 
dinand immediately occurred to her 
mind, though she knew not why, and 
casting down her eyes with a blush; she 
again thought within herself: — 

“ Flow could I think that Louis was 
altered ?” 

• Before the expiration of a week, he 
had comraUnic3<ed to the diflerent mem¬ 
bers ol' the little circle, • all that respec- 
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nvely most interested eacli. But it was 
when alone with his revered uncle, 
that he laid open the undisguised history 
of’ all that had befallen him in hi^ father’s 
{■alamities and his own ; the undisguised 
confession of his trials, his disappoint¬ 
ments, and the present unnatural torpor 
of his soul. 

I'he Pastor, with the gentleness of 
affection, and a knbwledge that knew 
when to probe, to rend'cr the cfiTc more 
radical, entered on all these discussions 
with wisdom and truth. He shewed 
Louis how mistaken had been his early 
conceptions of human nature; how ido¬ 
latrous had beemhis estimation of’ beings, 
formed of the same dust and ashes as 
himself. 

“ I told you this f/om the first, my 
viiild!” said he ; “ and though your lips 
accorded, your spirit woujd not believe. 
But it is the error of most of* us. We 
garnish finite man with the perfections 
of’ the infinite God. We fall down and 



-808 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 


worship the iAage we have made. \\ e 
pray to it, we rest on it. But we soon 
find our trust is in a piece of clay. Jt 
has ears,, and hears not,; eyes, and sees 
not; and hands that cannot help i — Yes, 
Louis, all earthly idols are little more than 
blocks of wood; which^might have been 
secure staves to hold us on our way; but 
when elevated to shrines, we find them 
things^ ol naught. Npw, niy son, if we 
view all that are ^orri of woman as erring 
creatures like ourselves ; and accordingly 
love and assist, pardon and sustain them; 
we shall support, and be supported, 
through this travelling pilgrimage, till 
we at last lay down our heads in the 
grave, at peace wUth all mankind. But, 
on the reverse, when we look for per¬ 
fection, and meet’ error, we are shocked; 
we resent and abhor; we do not forgive, 
we will not excuse; and they become 
our enemies .from despair,'whom the 
tender charities of a Christian spirit might 
have preserved as friends, and in time 
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persuaded to the iiope of unerring 
purity 

Louis acknowledged the truth of these 
observations. He had erred under them 
all, excepting*that, of not knowing how^ 
<0 ])ardon; and there, his heart bore wit¬ 
ness to itselfj that he could forgive the 
hand that stabbed him. 

“ Yes, Sirreplied he, “ I know that 
in striving aft&r excellence; to bear, and to 
forbear, is* the duty of men *611 earUi* 
l^erfect v irtue wdl be his happiness in 
Heaven.” 

“ You sigh, veiy heavily, my dear 
Louisreplied Mr. Athelstone, “ while 
you acknowledge this! — But so right 
a judgement at so early an age, is 
cheaply purchased by the swee/ uses of 
ndversHtj! —you know' 1 told you, in my 
first letter on the beginning of your mis¬ 
fortunes ; that, may be yo'), were only en¬ 
tered into 'a cloud, whioh wcfuld shed 
forth a gentle Shower' to refresh your 
virtues —and the event has proved it.” 
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“ But not with gentle showers!” le- 
plied Louis with a smile of anguish. 

“ No, my child,” answered the Pastor, 
tenderly regarding him j “ but had you 
not required it, they would not have been 
so heavy.” 

“ I believe it. Sir 1 ” replied Louis rising 
from his chair, “ I was proud, and I was 
ambitious. The world reigned in my 
lieart,^ when you thought it possessed by 
a better principle. 1 was ignorant of my 
own state, till I wag made to see m) 
own likeness in a mirror — But we will 
not speak further on it I” cried he, inter¬ 
rupting himself,—“ It is over,—quite 
over; —buried deep, deep—beneath the 
walls of Tetuan !** 

Louis had touched a string that made 
every chord in his heart vibrate; and, he 
quitted the venerable presence, to re¬ 
cover compoyue’ in the recollections oi' 
■=,olitude.' 
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feHAP. XVII. 

The letters Irom Morewick, which an¬ 
nounced to Sir Anthony Athelstone, the 
return of his nephew, found the Baro¬ 
net at Chelthnhaqi, just recovering from 
a fit of' the gout. He was seat^ in his 
great-arm chaii', dkid Cornelia reading by 
his footstool, when the tidings were 
brought in. Under these circumstances, 
for either to set out on an immediate 
journey northward, was impossible j but 
the raptures of both were not less elo¬ 
quent; and was expressed with boister¬ 
ous joy, by the one; and the mild trans¬ 
port of perfect .happiness, from the lips 
ol' the other. 

Sir Anthony wrote to Morewick, that 
his physicians would allow him to set 
forward in a very short time; when six 
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horses should bring him with all speed to 
the banks of the Coquet. But this per¬ 
mission was not granted so soon as 
he expected; and, wdien it was accord¬ 
ed, the haste he made*in travelling 
was so hostile to his convalescent state, 
that, within a stage of his own f)Iace of 
Athelstone-manor, he was seized with a 
relapse. Cornelia got him to the house, 
but no/arther; the gqut had now made 
prisoners of both feet; and he w’as laid 
upon his couch, for, peYhaps a month to 
come, when she wrote to her cou in to 
tell him of this prevention to their pro- 

The anticipated answer to this infor¬ 
mation was not disappointed. Louis set 
out for Athelstone. His reception tliere, 
was like that of' 'the lost sheep being 
found; or the prodigal son, returned from 
his hopeless vtanderings. The fatted 
calf was killed.and all the costly apparel - 
broughtforth, by the tenantry to honour the 
re-appearance of their master’s future hei**. 
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Sir Anthony fell on his neck; and the 
happy Cornelia, standing bright in her 
beauty, like the palladian goddess her 
form and character resembled, looked on 

9 • 

him with a sister’s love beaming throi’_^^h 
her tears. 

Time flew in this dear domestic cir¬ 
cle. Louis and Cornelia successively 
read, and conversed j and amused the 
good-humoured invalid, in every possi¬ 
ble way. And what was less"^reeable 
to the cousins, the neighbouring gentry 
were curious to renew their acquaintance 
with the young and always animating 
de Montemar; but who was now re¬ 
turned amongst, them, a politician and a 
soldier. Some enjoye'd his society, with 
the zest of highly intelligent minds. 
Others gathered from -his observations, 
information and pleasure; while the rest 
(and some of the older jsort,) listened, 
and questioned ; and marvelled with an 
absurd wonder; at such extraordinary 

^VOL. IV. p 
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knowledge in a man not yet four-and- 
twenty. 

During his first visit to Athelstone, 
which was lengthened to more than a 
month, he received letters, from Spain, 
irom Martini and Ferdinand. The for¬ 
mer told him, that he was still an un¬ 
molested occupier of the castle on the 
Guadalquivir. There was but one senti¬ 
ment along its banks, with regard to him: 
lamentation for Ripperda, whom they still 
designated under the iitle of the Great 
Duke, while they accused the present mi¬ 
nistry of Spain, of having forced him into 
rebellion. His dying in the arms of the 
church was a sufficiefit .propitiation, in 
their eyes, for his short defection. But 
that was not enough for their love j and 
masses were daily said throughout An¬ 
dalusia for the repose of his soul. 

Martini’s duty ©f charity proceeded in 
a manner equdly grateful .to .the son of 
Ripperda. General ***♦, in Gibraltar, 
and Ismail Cheriff in Barbary, continued 
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zealous coadjutors in the good work; and 
many slaves were ransomed, who had since 
arrived in Spain, full of thanksgiving to 
the hands which gave them freedom. 

Ferdinand’S letter was of a less agree¬ 
able complexion. An air of restraint 
perv^aded its communications ; which in- 
iluced Louis to believe that his friend 
did not wish to let him see the whole hos¬ 
tility of thtf Spanish court against his 
father’s fame, and his own clai^ on tlTe 
country. He wrote of armaments by sea 
and land. This could no longer excite 
its former interest in the mind of his cor¬ 


respondent. He added there were great 
scliisms in the Sttnctum Sanctorum of the 
Queen ; but there was one head acknow¬ 


ledged infallible‘by all parties, and that 
was Duke Wharton. He rode the govern¬ 
ment, as Jupiter^ did his cloud; and in 
the same invisible rnander .shot his thun¬ 


derbolts ; every body knowing whence the 
shaft came, but nobody daring to men¬ 
tion the name that launched it. How- 


p 2 
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ever, he was lately gone to Paris, to meet 
the Electress of Bavaria. 

« I would, I might never read of him, 
or hear of him again! ” exclaimed Louis, 
as he turned to the pages* which spoke 
of the Marquis Santa Cruz’s journey into 
Italy, for the benefit of Marcella’s health. 

“ She has never recovered her close 
attendance on the two bounded cava¬ 
liers at Ceuta,” continued Ferdinand, 
“ The life of so worthless a being as 1 
am, may have been dea'dy purchased} but 
I will not say the same of my friend! 
However, Marcella will not own to this 
cause of her illness. Shq rather believes 
it to be a punishment laid on her, for her 
long resistance to the wishes of my father, 
for her entire seclusion from the world. 
This idea has fas*tened on her; and now 
all her petitions are to be fixed with our 
aunt, the abb'^ss bf the Ursalines.” 

Louis closed the letter- at this passage. 
The form of Marcella was then before 
him. She whose bloom of health, he was 
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too sensible had in part been sacrificed 
Jbr him ! He recalled her as she used to 
sit, evening after evening, by his appa¬ 
rently unobserving side, in that sad cham¬ 
ber of sufiering at Ceuta. In those hours, 
the bright moon of that clear atmosphere, 
shining through the solitary window, fell' 
direct on her face. It was pale from 
watcliingj but her eyes were often fixed* 
on the or6; and th^ expression of her 
countenance, ever reminded him of Mil- 
ton’s lines: 

“ So dear to Heaven is sainiiy charity! 

That when a soul is found sincerely pure 
A thousand liveried angels lacquey her; 

Tell her of things, that no gross ear can hear; 
Till oft conferse with heavenly habitants, 
Begin to cast a beairf on th’ outward shape, 
The unpolluted temple of the mind. 

And turn it by degrees to the soul’s essence, 
Till all be made immortal 

When he used to repeat these lines to 
himself in her pre'feerce, and gazing 
upon thut form, which elrea’dy appeared 
half angel; he did not sigh when thej 
closed with the remembrance of the vow, 
p 3 
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urged on her by her father. Why then 
did separation make a change ? Why did 
her image haunt him? W'hy did his 
heart feel, as if it had received another 
death stroke, when he read it was now 
her own repeated wish, to retire into the 
convent of the Ursalines? 

His bosom’s deepest grief whispered 
the solution to tliis mystery. While liis 
father lived in exile, he y^^as fionscious to 
no feeling that did hot point at him. 
TJiat absorbing interest ^one, the repres¬ 
sed sympathies of his heart streamed to¬ 
wards thdr attraction j and he found that 
he loved, and had most inexplicably dared 
to hope! But this letter of Ferdinand’s ex¬ 
tinguished the vain chimera. He was made 
sensible that the object of his tenderest 
thoughts, had never been more to him 
than a Sister of Mercy; that her uncon¬ 
scious eyes had. ndver looked a dearer 
langu^e; that she was now passing from 
him, by her own wish for ever! 

« Then be it so! ” said he, striking his 
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breast; “ 1 deserve this new misery, for 
my most extravagant presumption.” 

A few weeks after the receipt of these- 
letters, Sir Anthony Athelstone was so 
completely recovered, as to meditate the 
transfer of himself and family to Bambo- 
rough. Mr. Athelstone’s little household 
had been some time removed to Lindis- 
1‘arae j and the prospect of the whole" 
party being reunited lyider the venerable 
roof was impatiently anticipated by them 
all. But the Baronet being one in the 
domestic circle of the Pastorage, was to 
be yet further posponed. The King had 
died the beginnipg of the month ; and 
Sir Anthony was suddenly summbned to 
town, by order of his successor George the 
Second, to receive His Majesty’s com- 
mands respecting the civil management 
of his northern counties. Other great 
land-holders, north of the Humber, had re¬ 
ceived the* same writ; anti*without demur, 
the Baronet set forward with his nearest 
p 4 
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neighbour, lo obey the summons of their 
new King. 

Louis and Cornelia had their uncle’s 
permission to proceed immediately to 
Bamborough; and either invite the fa¬ 
mily of the Pastorage to be their guests 
till his return, or if they preferred it cross 
over and take up their temporary abode at 
’ Lindisfarne. 

It was’a fine morning in the month of 
June, when they set off from Athelstone 
manor. Lorenzo, who “would never lose 
sight of his master, rode by the side of 
the carriage. The usual out-riders kept 
their stations before and behind. 

The cousins being together aloile for 
so many hours, varfous subjects passed in 
review before them ; and none of deeper 
interest, than the mutual attachment of 
Ferdinand and Alice. 

“ I wish,” continued Cornelia, “ that 
my sister c6uld ^mve pitied-, without lov- 
insf him.” 
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But is it not natural to love what we 
pity?” 

“ Not always,” replied she; “ we must 
admire, to love.” 

“And ni|iy we not admirfi what we 
pity?” inquired Louis, the secret of whose 
heart was prompting these questions. 

“ In scfme .cases,” returned Cornelia; 
“ but surely not in Alice’s, when she 
nrst knew Don Ferdinand. She saw by 
his manner, that, he .was a n?.an wlyjse 
conscience was ill at ; and how she 
could fix her pure aflections on one his 
lather acknowledged to have been very 
blame-worthy, has ever been an inexpli¬ 
cable wonder to tne.” 

“ But his melancholy was contrition 
for his offences, Cornelia,” replied her 
cousin ; and Alice* admiring the priii- 
ciple, on your own argument, loved him.” 

“ It may be* so!” replied _she, with a 
smile. But were I to 2huse, it should 
be an unsulli.ed tablet 

Louis shook his head. “ Then, 
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sweet cousin, you must go to heaven for 
it!” 

Cornelia shook her head in return. 

“ You are an amiable sceptic, my Cor¬ 
nelia } and, Heaven grant' tl|at time may 
not be the teacher to you, that it has been 
to me! ” 

“ Louis,” answered she,, with a tender 
seriousness j “will you not be offended if I 
make a candid reply to that invocation?” 

Nothing that you w^ould >say can of¬ 
fend me.” * 

“ Then,” replied she, “ had you not 
deserted your youthful standard of fe* 
male perfection — ” She paused, and 
feared to go on. Louis completed the 
sentence. 

“ You would say, I should not have 
been disappointed. in the Countess Al- 
theim !”—A heightened colour was on 
his cheek as he spQke. 

“ Forgive me!” cried his cousin; “ I 
« ® * 

was indelicate and cruel in making\the 
-reference.” 
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“ Not cruel,” returned he ; “ for she 
is no more to me than the recollection of 
a hideous dream. My imagination, not 
myheart, was the victim of her delusions.” 

“Ah, Lo*m!” cried Cornelia, again 
forgetting herself in the earnestness of 
her remarks ; “ It was something like- 
your infatuation for Duke Wharton. My 
uncle always called Him a splendid mis-^ 
chief; and/ happily, the outlawry against 
him has banished hiln this t'ountry'fbr 
ever. But you. have long been convin¬ 
ced of his worthlessness ;■* and, I thank 
Heaven for your second escape from si¬ 
milar delusions! ” 

Louis did rfiot answer, but gratefully 
put his cousin’s hand to his lips. She 
resumed. 

“ Indeed, when you wrote of her to my 
uncle, and under yourbest impressions too 
you dwelt so‘much-on^ her beauty and 
accomplishments onlj\ ami her pre¬ 
ference for you, that we could no way 
make ourselves esteem her, or belieth 

p 6 
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her capable of making you finally happy. 
Dare I venture to go on, Louis?” 

“Yes; you are a gentle physician!” 
replied he, with a forced smile ; “ and 
man’s vanity needs a probe •<” 

“ Now, the Lady Marcella! ” continu¬ 
ed Cornelia. Louis prevented himself 
from starting. “ You wrote little of her, 

. and you have said less ; but it was always 
of her virtues; and in such ^ few words, 
we saw he:- fairer, than the proud beauty 
of Vienna.” Again Cornelia paused, and 
looked on her cousin, wholie face was 
now bent on his hand. She rather hesi¬ 
tatingly proceeded. “ We wished and 
thought, that had it not’been for the vow 
anticipated by Ferdinand, you might have 
found her nearer to your first ideas of 
iemale excellence, and repaid her good¬ 
ness to you with your love.” 

Louis did not speak, bht still kept his 
head in its. reclining position., She saw 
■ the struggle of a suppressed sigh, whicli 
*«vould have been a sufficient response; 
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and, grieved at the pain slie had uncon¬ 
sciously excited, she tenderly pressed his 
hand. 

“ Louis,” said she, in a tremulous 
voice, “ coplu I have conjectured this — 
But 1 begin to think 1 have a very inhu¬ 
man heart!” and the tears sprung to her 
eyes .is she spoke. 

“ Not soj” replied he, looking up with 
.1 serene, though ,sad, countenance j “ it 
has all of hufnan aoltness,.. without its 
weakness. And, that I may emulate you, 
my Cornelia, there are some subjects 1 
would rather avoid,” 

Cornelia did not answer this, nor ask 
another questiem : it declared itself. And 
turning to the other side of the carriage, 
while she gently pressed his hand, affect¬ 
ed to gaze out of.the window; but it 
was to allow her tears to flow unnoticed' 
down her cheeks. 3^hough she had never 
known ^ the passion whose jstriiggles she 
pitied, she Joved the sufferer, dear as a 
brother; and, at that moment, worM 
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have surrendered her own blameless life, 
if, by that means, she could have pur¬ 
chased the happiness of Louis with the 
angelic Marcella. 



( S‘27 ) 


CHAP, xviii. 

During these conferences, the day gra-. 
dually declinf^d into red billowy clouds, 
till tlie whole heavens were overcast; and 
the pregnant vapour hung on every hill. 

A chill, unnatifral to the season of.the 
year, pervaded the air, while at times, a 
steam of sulphureous vapour descended 
from the sky, and rendered the atmos¬ 
phere hot to suffocation. With the 
gathering clQiids the evening soon deep¬ 
ened into night j mid, in the midst of 
a succession of wide moors, this fear¬ 
ful canopy developed itself to the travel¬ 
lers, in all the horrors of a tempest. It' 
was profoundly darjc, though the hour 
could not be much beyond the time of 
twilight. Put the violence of all the 
seasons, seemed accumulated in this tre- 
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niendous storm. Thunder and lightning, 
sleet and rain, and furious hurricanes of 
wind,, menaced the travellers in every 
blast. The postilions lost their way. 
Sometimes plunging into plashes of water; 
at other times, struggling in a morass; 
but, at every step encountering some 
new obstacle, and some new danger. 

Several hour.s passed in this dreadful 
wandering over the dreary fells; and 
the, yawning coal-pits which were scat¬ 
tered over their bosom, were not the 
least objects of fear to the bewildered 
drivers. 

Louis became alarmed for the health, 
as well as the immeiliate personal safety 
of his cousin ; for owing to the frequent 
narrow escapes of the carriage, from 
over-turning in the difficult and trackless 
road, he let the windows dow'n, for fear 
of the glass injuring her, in case of an 
accident. He ’drew up the blinds in 
their stead; but, from their construction, 
liule of the outward weather could be 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 3Q9 

excluded; and the whole weight of the 
storm drove in upon her, till she was 
wet through. He had covered her w’ith 
his coat; but all could not shield her 

^ r • 

from the deluge and piercing blast of 
that furious night. She shivered, and 
shrunk close into the corner of the car¬ 
riage, in spile of her resolution not to 
distress him, by shewing herself affected 
by what was hojjeless of remedy till the 
morning light shbuld shew them where 
they were. 

In the midst of this compulsory resig¬ 
nation, the carriage made a violent re¬ 
bound, and stuck fast in the mud be¬ 
hind, while the liorses plunged and rear¬ 
ed with such strength, as to threaten its 
instant overturn in the morass. 

Lorenzo dismouftted, and thiowing 
open the door, Louis leaped out, and 
taking Cornefia in 4ns ^ arms, who was 
almost feinting from e3j,hau»tion, he car¬ 
ried her out’of tlie I'each of the wheels 
and refractory horses. One of ttit 
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servants approached him at the moment, 
and told him the accident was occasioned 
by the breast of one of the leaders 
striking against the angje of a stone- 
hovel. It was a miserable, 'uninhabited 
shed; but might give some shelter to 
Miss Coningsby, till they saw what could 
be done with the carriage. ^ 

. Revived at hearing of any refuge from 
the fury of the elements, Cornelia ex- 
ertdd herself to obey the suggestions of 
the servant; and Louis,'equally glad of 
so providential a shelter, supported her 
tottering steps through the muddy 
ground. The hovel appeared of con¬ 
siderable extent, from the length of wall 
they had to grope 'along, before they 
reached the entrance, for door it had 
none. Louis bent under the low rafter, 
and leading Cornelia in, found his way 
obstructed by heaps* of dried turf. On 
one of these heaps, she proposed seating 
herself, till her cousin had enquired after 
the injury of the horse, and given hjs 
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judgment on what was best to be done 
for the extrication of the carriage. 

Louis knew her too well, to fear that 
solitude and darkness alone could create 
any alarm in her mind; and, having 
seen her harassed spirits a little revived 
by the comparative security of the place, 
he had just consented to quit her for a 
short time, when Lorenzo re-entered, 
with a glimmering lamp he had rescued 
from the carriage. All the others had 
been extinguished in succession, by the 
storm} and this was following their fate, 
when the prompt Italian seized it from 
its hook, and brought it in to light a few 
turfs, and wafm Cornelia. 

She took it, and dismissing her cousin 
and Lorenzo to their exertions without, 
with her own unpractised hands, she 
gathered some of the moor-fuel into a 
distant corner from * 1116 , rest, aiid soon 
spread a tiheering light ajid glow through 
the dreary habitation. Lorenzo^ ran in 
with a flask of oil from one of the postil-* 
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lions’ pockets, to replenish her lamp 5 
and he answered her anxious enquiries, 
b.y saying, that the wounded horse was 
loosened from the harness, and his mas¬ 
ter was then examining ^ the injury. 
After this information, he left her. 

While the group without, were raising 
the carriage from the bog, into which it 
appeared to sink the deeper after, every 
attempt at extrication, Cornelia sat, 
anxiously attending to' their alternate 
voices of hope, and tjie disappointing 
plunges of the vehicle into the treacher- 
ous .«;oil. In the midst of this solicitude, 
she thought she heard sound.s of anotlier 
import; and listening, *foqnd they were 
repeated low and heavily, as from one in 
a dying extremity. She turned her head 
in the direction whence they came; and, 
as she held her breath to hear more dis¬ 
tinctly, the^ moans, became louder, and 
drew her eye 'to a narrow dopr-way in 
the side of the intermediate mud-wall, at 
•some distance from where she sat.— 
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Without once considering there might 
be danger to herself, in exposing herself 
alone to the human being, or beings, 
she might find, there, she thought only of 
succouring the distress those sounds in¬ 
dicated ; and taking up her lamp, made 
her way over the scattered turf, to the 
miserable kal^sbut door. 

It let her into a part of tbc bovel, eveft 
more dism&l th^n'the one she had left j 
tor hei;e was the confusion and stench 
of old worm-eaten sheep-skins *, brokeii 
tar-tubs; and other implements of the 
shepherd’s life, lying about in rust and 
disorder. In the middle of the apart¬ 
ment, something dark was spread on the 
Hoor. From that’ wretched bed the 
moans proceeded. Probably the poor 
tenant of this lonely sheep-cote, lay . 
perishing there, under the toil of his oc¬ 
cupation ; without the wpport of neces¬ 
sary ncfurishment, or the homfort of a 
companion 'to soothe him in the last 
moments of over-tasked nature! 



334 the PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDB. 


She stepped gently towards the object 
of her pity. As she drew near, she saw 
the bed was a heap of these dingy fleeces, 
half covered with a cloak, on which lay 
the suffering person. 

Cornelia bent over itj and holding 
the lamp, so as to distinguish what was 
beneath, beheld, not the ^qq^dlid shape 
ef poverty and comfortless old age, but 
a man in the garb of a gentleman, and 
with one of the noblest forms that ever 
met her sight. His dress v/as disordered, 
and clotted with the slime of the morass; 
but his figure, whose contour she thought 
she had never seen equalled, needed no 
embellishment to shew its‘consummate 
elegance, though no\v motionless in the 
torpor of approaching death. 

Cornelia’s astonishment was not so 
great as to supersede the active ex¬ 
ercise of the 'beqevolence which brought 
her to his side., She bent ‘ down, and 
placing the lamp on the ground, with 
her trembling hands attempted to turn 
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the face of the dying person, from the 
stifling wool in which it was now sunk. 
When she had accomplished what she 
wished, her pitying admiration was not 
less attractcid to that face, than it had 
been to the figure of the unhappy 
sufferer. It was as pale and motionless 
as marble ;^nd as perfect in every 
line of manly lineament, as the finest 
statue that ever ‘lay under the chizel 
of the sculptor. A majesty, aMost 
more than human, was stampt in the 
brow, which her eyes were ri- 
vetted. 

A deep, groan broke the fixture of his 
lips. It was«that of pain ; and she took 
up the lamp, to see if she could find 
its immediate cause. She then saw 
that where his waistcoat was open, the 
linen on his breast was stained and stiff 
with blood. ‘His before tranquil fea¬ 
tures, wliich had appeared fixed in 
death, were Agitated by an evident sense 
of acute suffering. She put hqy han^ 

lO 
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upon that part of his linen, where the 
blood-stain was the widest, and in the 
act, she thought she felt a gaping wound. 
He shrunk under the touch, am? convul¬ 
sively opened his eyes. Thoy Mere shut 
as suddenly) and in a low voice, he 
hardly articulated — 

“ Where am I ?” 

- “ In a wretched place,” replied Cor¬ 
nelia, “ but with those whtf only wait 
the morning light to bear you to one of 
comfort.” 

On the first sounds of her ftice, the 
sufferer appeared to struggle to bear the 
light with his eyes; but'it was beyond 
their power. He tried to Speak : — 

“ If I live — ” said he. But a sud¬ 
den agony rushing through his frame, 
arrested the rest; and turning his face 
again upon the dark pillow, Cornelia 
thought that momcht was his last. 

She claspfed her hands, in the wordless 
sympathy of human nature. She was 
then brought through the horrors of the 
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still raging tempest, at that dismal hour 
of night, to this lonely hovel, to close 
the eyes of a forlorn stranger! — To 
perform the last offices to th§ beloved 
son or h 'sband of some tender mother 
or doating wife, who must “ long look 
for him who never would return !” 

“ Louis, Louis!” cried she, in the 
piteous accents of one calling for an as-- 
sistance they needbd, but despaired of 
its bringing help. Louis heard the cry, 
and the tone struck liim with an alarm 
that instantly brought him into the ho¬ 
vel. Lorenzo followed his master, and 
both rushed tluough the chamber in 
which she was* not to be found, into the 
one whence the light gleamed. She 
pointed, without being able to speak, to 
the heap on the floor. Seeing her so over¬ 
come, instead of approaching it, Louis 
put his arm round her w%ist *to support 
her. Lorenzo stepped towg^rds the wretch¬ 
ed bed, and the rays of the lamp resting 

VOL. IV. o 
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upon the marks of blood, he started 
back, and exclaimed: — 

“ Santa Maria! — A murdered man 1” 
Cornelia gasped at this enunciation of 
his actual death; and Louis, while he 
held her faster to his heart, instinctively 
moved towards the terrific object. Her 
feet readily obeyed the liumane impulse 
,of his; and sliding down on her knee 
by the side of the motionless stranger, 
she ventured to put her hand on his, 
expecting to feel the civil of death. 

“ He is warm!” cried she, looking up 
in the face of her cousin. He had caught 
a glimpse of the figure as it lay, and she 
saw him pale and tren\blk)g, while put¬ 
ting away Lorenzo, who leaned over to 
assist in raising the dying man, he ap¬ 
proached close to the bed. He bent to the 
head that was smothered up in the wool, 
and touchixg it with an emotion in his 
soul he had only felt 6hce before, he 
turned that lifeless face upwards. He 
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did not gaze on it a moment. His nerve¬ 
less hands let go their hold, and it would 
have fallen back into its loathsome pillow, 
had not the watchful care of Cornelia 
caught it on«her arm. 

“ My God! my God!” exclaimed he, 
as recoiling from the bed, he hid his 
face in his hands j “ to what am I 
reserved ?” 

Cornelia ‘did not move from her posi¬ 
tion, but her eyes were now fixed oriTier 
cousin. The ©motions of his mind 
shook his frame to convulsion, though 
he gave no second utterance to his 
thoughts. 

“ Who was it' then, whose deathful 
face now lay on her afm ?’* She had seen, 
by her cousin’s countenance, on the first 
view of the sufferer, that he knew him; 
and she now contemplated*the silent ago^ 
nies of a more than* coipmon grief!— 
Her hand instinctively .moved to the 
heart of the stranger. 

Q, 2 
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“ Lorenzo,” said she, in a low voice; 
as if alike afraid to wake the dead, or to 
disturb the living; “ feel! surely there 
is a pulse!” 

Lorenzo obeyed her; but not so gent¬ 
ly as her tender touch; and pressing 
likewise heavily on the body, as he lean¬ 
ed over to examine, the^ufferer started 
in Cornelia’s ^’ms, and murmured a few 
inarticulate sounds. Louis heard them, 
as ti'voice from the dea(i j and springing 
forward, was again at iiis side. 

“ He is wounded, but he lives, Cor¬ 
nelia !” cried he, “ we must search his 
wounds, and he may yet be saved !” 

“ Who is he ?” askfed Cornelia, in a 
tone that echoed •the deep interest of 
his own. 

“ He is my frien'd,” answered Louis. 
But he checked himself from saying 
more, for his heart smote him with the 
true response: “ my bitterest enemy!” 

Heavy groans succeeded the few half- 
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Uttered soiuids from the lips of Wharton; 
for it was he that Louis recognized in 
this lone abode of ruffianly murder; and 
rinding that as lie and Lorenzo, attempted 
to raise him,* the sym])toms of pain were 
always most acute when he appeared to 
press on the left shoulder; Louis con¬ 
cluded that onthat spot was the principal 
injury. Though the sufferer was evf- 
dently sensible, to bodily anguish, his 
other faculties were too confused to ^lew 
any perception 5f what was now passing 
around him. 

On examining farther, which his anxi¬ 
ous attendants jdid with the tendercst. 
care, they found his shoulder dislocated, 
and a frightful wounS in his breast, made 
by some jagged instrument. Thebloodwas 
staunched over it by the cold of the night. 
Louis had no, sooner removed the stif¬ 
fened linen, and a "broad "blue ribbon, 
part of ^hicli iiad been.stabbed into the 

wound, than the blood began to flow 

^ • * 

afresh. C'ornelia shuddered as the pure 
Q 3 
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crimson tiickled over the hand of her 
cousin. He shuddered also, but it was 
from a diflerent reflection. She gave 
him a cambrick handkerchief from her 
neck, to well up what she feared might 
be the l^t effort of life. The heart’s 
surgery was then in the hands of Louis j 
and by the time he had'-bound up the 
wound, and composed the shoulder, so 
as to produce the leiast possible pain 
untti' he could reach prqper assistance, a 
servant came in from without, to say the 
carriage was brought into a tolerable state 
for proceeding. 

On Lorenzo going out to examine, he 
saw the information was correct; and re¬ 
turning, told his master the extreme vio¬ 
lence of the storm having subsided, one of 
the out-riders had found his way back with 
tidings of a secure track. Another had 
been yet mofe successful, having brought 
a herdsman;' whose cottage he had lit 
upon; and arousing him, by a promise 
of reward, had engaged him to guide the 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 343 


carriage over the waste into the direct 
northern road. 

On inquiry of this man, Louis found 
they were now in the midst of Wansbeck 
Moor, a te»rible wilderness of bitumi¬ 
nous slime, exhausted coal-pits, and pas¬ 
ture land, so marshy, that it was rather 
poison than aliment to the cattle which 
were so miserably pi'ovided, as to he 
turned on‘it to ^raze. But as it pos¬ 
sessed a few causeways of firmer texlhre, 
which the wretched herdsmen had raised 
for their own convenience, such tracks 
were sometimes teniptations to less pr?#^ 
tised travellers to use as cross 
and often, jCS might be expecte 
them astray, or into ho very ir ■' 
nightly perils. This had be' 
tation and tlie issue to tl follow 

de Montemar’s travelling 

When all w’as prcpa 
the wmmded Duke. ’jP Cornelia, 

between Louis and L'^ “ f 

who he was, but th>“ “ “‘P' ' 
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liim wlio had once been his friend. A( 
the unavoidable changes of position, Ids 
sufferings became so grievous, that every 
sound went to the soul of Cornelia; who 
now felt both for the invalid and her 
cousin, whose interest in his recovery, 
she saw, not in words, but in the pale 
cheek and searching eye.with which he 
composed every thing that could yield 
him ease. 

fn her discourses with Louis concern¬ 
ing Germany and Spain, she had heard 
him speak of estimable persons in both 
Ibiountries j but who of them all, was now 
On :e her, she could form no conjecture; 
saw the^ugh he spoke of several, with con- 
turning, to.regard, yet he had not given 
lence of the krstand that he had conceived 
the out-riders Hpr any one of them, so ex¬ 
tidings of a sectJvhich was now manifested 
been yet more spec ceaseless attentions to 
a herdsman; whose That he v;as noble 
upon j and arousing; besides the stamp of 
of reward, had engai^jct to her, from the 
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ribbon of some order which hung on his 
breast under liis linen. There was a 
badge suspended to it, which Louis con¬ 
cealed the moment he had extricated 
the ribbon, b)^ foiling them up', and put¬ 
ting them, without an observation, into 
his own bosom. 

Tlic travellers were now in the carriage, 
and the rain having ceased, the wind that 
remained dpi the.service of dispersing 
the clouds, so that tlie moon somefeiines 
appeared, and [.ouis had the hope of 
reaching Morcwick soon after sun-rise. 
The dell in the Moor, from which they 
started, was not more than three hours 
journey to "lYarkworth; a little town, 
about two miles from the hall; and he 
gave orders, that in passing through it, 
a surgeon should bc^ called up to follow 
the carriage to Morcwick. •» 

As they joufneyed, forward with the 
stranger’^ head in the lap of Cornelia, 
and Louis supporting his'shoulder on his 
knees; her cousin told her, in a 9up» 
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pressed tone, that it was necessary for a 
time, the invalid should remain in ig¬ 
norance that he was at Morewick-hall, 
and who were his present attendants. 
“ Therefore,” continued .he, “ your 
Christian charity must take charge of his 
comforts; and as you love my peace, 
neither ask his name, not let him hear 
that of Louis de Montemar!” 

“ Not ask his name!” repeated Cor¬ 
nell!, looking down 'upon the deathly 
face on her lap ; “ what has he done to 
be ashamed of it ?” 

Louis turned almost of the same ashy 
hue: “ do men never seek concealment 
but from infamy ?” 

“ I w'ould not think so ill of any man 
you couid love;” replied she, “ and cer¬ 
tainly not of this j” lier eye again falling 
on the finely composed features before 
her; “ for' h^re the finger of heaven 
seems to has'e written true nobleness.” 

“ Cornelia j” returned he, “ when we 
o'bey the commands of Him who told of 
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the Samaritan binding up the wounds of 
the stranger, and bade us do likewise; 
he did not say, inquire of his virtues 
first; but behold his misery, and relieve 
it!” 

There was an air of reproof in this 
remark ; a something of asperity, that 
Cornelia could, not understand; and in¬ 
stead of its raising doubts in her mind 
relative to tjie character of the stranger, 
she cast down her ■eyeS in silence, to^on- 
jecture what sli« had done to merit such 
unusual harshness from the unerring can¬ 
dour of her beloved cousin. The features 
her meditating gaze dwelt on, were to 
her an unimpea*chable witness of good 
within. But what would she have felt, 
could she have been told at that moment, 
that the object o1‘ Louis’s distracted 
thoughts, and her own then unqualified 
pity and admiration, was the delusive, 
treacherous, and out-lawed Duke Whar¬ 
ton! 



( S ) 


CHAP. XIX. 

« 

On the travellers’ arrival at Morewick, 
the orders of its present temporary mas¬ 
ter were strictly obeyed. Duke Wharton 
was laid in an airy, but rernotg chamber; 
and-a surgeon, with-every'proper assistant, 
in attendance day and nig^it. Tiie Duke’s 
shoulder was set, aud his wound probed. 
The danger of the latter arose rather 
from the nature of the weapon by which 
it was inflicted, than from ,its depth or 
direction; but his life hung on the ter¬ 
mination of a fever, which, though it did 
not at first amount to absolute delirium, 
was contimialiy*^hovering on its verge. 

For some tpiie he remained in a strange 
dreamy sort of inanity, whi'ch threatened 
his wound with 'mortification. But no 
waAching nor hopelessness, could weary 
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tlie cares of Cornelia. And though 
slie was not the only attendant on his 
comforts, in his most trance-like distrac¬ 
tions, he had yet perception enough to 
appreciate Jthfc tenderness of her hand, 
when it placed his pillows; and the gen¬ 
tleness of her voice prevailed, when no 
other could induce him to obey the orders 
of his medical attendants. 

Louis atso hovered near; and the me¬ 
dicines passed ’throifgh his hand fe^that 
cf Cornelia, \^ien the burning lip of 
Wharton turned from all other persua¬ 
sions. As the fever gained ground, his 
delirium became absolute. Yet it was 
never violent, Mit rather uttered itself in 
low and half articuktc murmurs. In its 
tits, he often muttered the names of de 
Montemar and IJipperda. When she 
first heard the latter, her «ye instinctively 
turned upon her coysiu, who sat behind 
the bed .curtain ; and such aji expression 
of horror was then in liis countenance, 
that it struck her with a nameless terfor 

(i 
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of some past or coming evil. Louis soon 
after quitted the room, and he did not 
return any more that day. 

The next morning brought him intelli¬ 
gence that surprised, and increased the 
present agitated state of his mind. There 
was pleasure in it; but the accompany¬ 
ing circumstances were of. such mingled 
natiu'e, he could hardly trust his heart to 
say, “ 1 am glad ! ” ' « 

TfTis surprise was a letter from the 
Marquis Santa Cruz, dated from Har¬ 
wich. It requested Louis to join him 
there without loss of time, to be the con¬ 
ductor of the Marchioness and Lady 
Marcella to the hospitable shores of Lin- 
disfarne. The Marcpiis had a particular 
mission to the Spanish Embassador in 
London; therefore, could not himself 
proceed so far “northward as the Holy 
Islaml, before h? had seen'that minister. 
Besides, his 'daughter’s fatigues,, from a 
very boisterous voyage, madb his stay at 
Harwich a little excusable j and there he 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 351 


would remain until his friend should ar¬ 
rive, and relieve him of the care of the 
two dearest objects of his anxiety, his 
wife and her invalid child. 

On Loui* turning to the date of this 
letter, he found it had been written seve¬ 
ral days, and must have been unduly de¬ 
layed in its progress. No time, there¬ 
fore was to be lost in welcoming h i best 
friends ; and, aboVe all, the friends of his 
father’s memory,’ to’ the land whicT*, he 
trusted, was now to be his undisturbed 
home. And, having dispatched a mes¬ 
senger to prepare his uncle at Lindis- 
farne for his speedy arrival with the illus¬ 
trious Spaniards, before he communicated 
to Cornelia the necessity for his tempo¬ 
rary absence, he begged an audience of 
the Duke’s surgeon. 

This gentleman answered his agitated 
inquiry with more tnith,thitn sympathy. 

Sir}” said he, if ^ material change 
does not take place in the course of eight 
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and forty hours, he will not be alive the 
ilay after! ” 

“ Then 1 must not hope to see him 
again, should I be absent three days.” 

“ I fear not,” replied the Siurgeon. 

Louis loft the room. 

He passed along the silent galleries, 
for it was now a very late, hour, to the 
chamber of his friend. 

“Wharton!” cried he, .as> he stood 
alon “by the side of tlie Duke’s couch, 
and gazed, as he thought, for the last 
time on his face ; “ Is it thus we are to 
part ?” He took the inanimate hand ; 
and, wringing it between his, held it 
there for a long time in the agony of his 
mind. 

“ O blighted affection I Tenderness 
mourning that man is frail I Here stand, 
and feel that thine is the canker worm 
that cats into the, hcairt L” 

The unconscious violence with which 
( 

Louis clasped the hand of him he once 
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loved and trusted, roused the dormant 
ihculties of Wharton to some perception. 
His eye opened j but it turned vacantly 
and without recognition on the anguish¬ 
ed face of liis friend j and, heavily sigh¬ 
ing, he fell back on the pillow. 

“ Here, vanity of man, and pride of 
intellect, behold thyself!” cried the in¬ 
ward soul of Louis, smiting his broa^. 

“ Here is all that'woman ever admiretl, 

• ^ 

or that man envie'd ! All that betWyed 
him to dishonoar I All that bound me 
to deplore him, and to love him to the 
end I Wharton, — farewell! ” 
l.ouis could not utter a dearer appella¬ 
tive, than th» low breathing of thatever- 
beloved name; and,‘with a death-chill at 
his heart, he pressed the unconscious 
hand to his lips, and rushed from the 
room. 

Cornelia met liim in the ?!i:ticha.inber. 
She observed his extnu'i . .-itation: 

and, without'a preface, winch he had not 
sufficient self-command even to aUem|'?t, 
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he informed her of his summons to the 
south-east coast, and of the pi ubable event 
before his return. 

“ Cornelia,” said he, “ to what a scene 
may I leave you! But should the last 
extremity come,—should he then be sen¬ 
sible, and he chance to name me,—tell 
him under whose roof he, dies, — and he 
\Y.ill then know he may die in peace!” 

“Louis,” returned'she, ‘<you do in- 
deetf leave me to ah awful task ! 1 can¬ 
not regard one you appear to love so 
much, with a common compassion. Trust 
me, and tell me who he is ?” 

“ 1 dare not. —On his life, short as it 
may be, I dare not,” repeated her cou¬ 
sin. “ Too soon it may be revealed, and 
then you will respect my reasons. And, 
for his knowledge of where he is; only 
in the case of his naming me, with 
the .anguish* th,at is now wringing my 
heart for him, —only, in that case, say, 
his last friend was Louis de Montemar!” 

‘ “ Your emotions are terrible!” cried 
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Cornelia, clinging to her cousin’s arm; 
“ What do you leave me to suppose, by 
such inscrutable mystery? Oh, Louis, 
except when speaking of your, father, I 
never saw y*u shaken thus !” 

“ On your bosom’s peace, ray sweet 
Cornelia!” replied he, “ inquire no fur¬ 
ther. Should he be no more, preserve 
the sacred remains till I return. They 
at least, shall sle^p'with my ancestors. — 
There is no enmity in the grave.” 

The morning* after that of Louis’s 
departure for Harwich, the Duke awoke 
to a perfect perception of his state, his 
wounds, and his danger. He remembered 
every event wliich had brought him into 
that perilous conditioh. His secret mis¬ 
sions from the Kings of Spain and of 
France, to examine into the aptness of 
the public mind in Scotland, and in the 
border counties of Eflglaad,*to receive a 
foreign* army, headed .by ‘the exiled 
prince. To do this unsuspected, and to 
avoid the forfeiture of his head, should 
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he be Imiiid in England after his attain- 
iler, he disguised himself as a German 
mercbanl at Hamburgh, where he enga¬ 
ged two resolute men of the country to be 
his servants. Thev served''ihe seeming 
trader with sufficient lidelity during his 
Scottish progress. He came southward ; 
and now he had to recall wliat terminated 
his lirst day’s journey. He recollected be¬ 
ing thrown from his rejitive^iorsc in the 
storih and darkness of Wansbeck Fells ; 
also, that the accidetft, dislocated his 
shoulder; and that his two servants, by 
his own orders, had taken him into the 
hovel, whose sudden discovery in the 
lightning, had frightened’ his horse.— 
In attempting to sdt the dislocated limb, 

which he had also directed them to do, 

< 

their awkwardness occasioned him so 
much pain, that he fainted under the un¬ 
successful opergtiorf. When he recovered 
from his swOon, .which he did with an ex¬ 
traordinary sickness at the heart; he put 
h'ls hand to his side, Avhere the peailiar 
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sensation was, and found it weltering in 
his blood. It was not needful for him 
to find no voice return an answer to his 
immediate call upon his servants. The 
previous sil^ncfe, uninterrupted b^ any 
thing but the raging storm without, con¬ 
firmed his suspicion that the villains had 
given him his ^ death wound; and were 
fled with the booty. He, however, thrust 
the linen of.his shirt into the wound; and 
Jay half dead with pdin and exhauStfon, 
till all was lost in insensibility. He 
knew nothing from that hour, imtil he 
now opened his eyes from a refreshing 
sleep. He saw himself on a comfort¬ 
able bed, instead of the wretched litter 
on which he had believed himself left 
to perish ! He was then in the hands of 
some benevolent ‘person ! — But how 
brought, or where resideuf, lie could not 
guess. 

of .conjecture Cornelia 
and gently put aside 
the curtain. Her eyes met the surprised 


At tjii^ macieut 
heard him move. 
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fixture of his. — But it was no longer with 
the glare of fever, with the wild flashes 
of delirium; the light of recovered rea¬ 
son was there, and the inquiring gaze of 
gratitude. If she had t'nojjght his face 
perfect in manly beauty, while it was 
insensible, or only moved by a distem¬ 
pered spirit; what were her impressions, 
vhen his intelligent mind was restored to 
all its powers, and it shone out in those 
eyes', and in that countenance ? 

Even her self-controuled spirit, trem¬ 
bled before the resistless influence; and 
with a failing voice, she answered his re¬ 
spectful demand of where he was. 

“ You are under the roof of a gentle¬ 
man who is ray kinsman, and who has left 
you under my care.” 

Wharton considered for a moment. 

« his name, ndble lady?” 

‘‘ Your present critical state,” replied 
she, “ does-not permit me ts answer you 
that question.” 

‘ An immediate apprehension that he 

9 ' 
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was a prisoner, shot through the mind of 
the Duke. 

“ I am then in the house of an enemy !’* 
cried he, starting on his arm ; “ and your 
benevolence*, Bifadam, would spare me 
the truth!” 

“ No,” answered Cornelia, astonished 
at the suspicion; or, rather, gazing on 
him with renewed anxiety, for fear his 
delirium was returning. “ He is your 
friend — your anxious friend. And, 
while he enjoined me not to mention his 
name in your hearing; he likewise refu¬ 
sed me, and all in this house, the know¬ 
ledge of yours.” 

“ That is sufficient!” replied Wharton, 
“ Madam, whoever your friend may be, 
this caution does indeed manifest him to 
be mine. I am without guess on the 
subject j nor will I seek* to penetrate 
what he wishes to Conceal! But-you 
may answer me, how I gamef under this 
generous care!” 

Cornelia briefly related, (though with- 
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out betraying whence she came, or whi¬ 
ther she was going ;) the events of the 
Moor. 

“ Then I am still in Northumberland?” 
replied Wharton. He paused, and ad¬ 
ded ; “ there are some names I would in¬ 
quire after in this county, but—” 
and he paused again. It is better I 
should not. My last hours shall not in¬ 
jure any man.” 

Tliere were sensatiobs within liim, that 
made him murmur to diimself the con¬ 
cluding sentence. And Cornelia, seeing, 
by the sudden lividness which overspread 
his so lately re-animated countenance, 
that some unhappy change was recurring; 
rose from her chair, and summoned his 
medical assistants. 

They were closed up for nearly an 
hour, with th^ir patient. At the door 
of. the anti-foqm, Cornelia met them; 
and, with a dawning hope in her. heart, 
to which his recovery to reason had given 
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hirtli, she hastily inquired their opinion 

the invalid. 

“ That he may last till* to-morrow 
morning, but not beyond it,” replied 
the superior surgeon. 

She heard no more; though his col¬ 
leagues spoke also, giving their various 
reasons for this'judgement. She stood 
benumbed j but shewed no other sign' 
ol’ the blow bn h^r heqrt, while boA^ing 
their lieads, the party left her. She then 
walked steadily to’her OAvn chamber j and 
ihere, tlu’owing herself on her knc«s be- 
tore heaven, petitioned lor its mercy to 
heal so prized a^friend of her beloved 
.-•ousin. 

“ Thy hand alone !*’ cried she, “ and 
•ni that alone, I now coniide 1” 

t) 

She was soon after summoned to the 
■^ide of the dying stranger, by one of 
the female attendants Vho. waited iirhft 
anti-room.* He requested the lady he 
had seen, to have the goodness to grant, 
him the use of pen and ink, and to allow 

A OL. IV. E 
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him to sec her once more. Cornelia 
look wliat lie required, and hastened to 
liis apartmfent. 

He was propped up ip tlie bed, by tlic 
attentive liands of Lorcfizo; wlio re¬ 
mained, by his directions, after tlie en¬ 
trance of Cornelia. The paleness of 
watching and anxiety'was in her face. 

‘ The flush of ])ain, mental and bodily, 
on, Wharton’s, fihe cbew fear him. 

“ Noble lady,” said he, “ your phy¬ 
sicians are lionest men. They have told 
me, my hours are numbered ; and, that 
1 have a short time in which to express 
my thanks to your humanity; and to 
make up my accounts with the world. 
Will you indulge me with the means ?” 

And he stretched his hands towards 
the writing materials. Cornelia relin¬ 
quished tiiein to his eager grasp ; though, 
{it the sainb time, she expressed her 
dread of the exertion, increasing bis 
danger. 

“ This done!” replied he,”^ an hour 
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more or less, in arriving at the goal, is 
of* no consequence. — Delay me, sweet 
lady,” continued he, observing her re¬ 
luctance ; “ and you may deprive me of 
the victor’s ^otvn!” 

Cornelia gave him the pen ; and bowing 
gratef'idly, he began to write. She moved 
to withdraw, but looking up with a be¬ 
seeching e^'C, lie %qntreated her, as well 
as Lorenzo,’to acmain, to bear witness 
that the papers he was wi'itiug were 
j)enned by his ov. u hand. 

She retook her place, and soon *f’ound 
lier presence necessary ; for he was often 
liiint under his task ; and, after taking 
a restorative from her hand, in spite of 
all lier peisuasions to the contrary, recom¬ 
menced it. 

As he closed one packet, to begin 
imother, she laid her hand upon his arm. 
“ For the sake of all you rbverc in dar^li 
and heitve’n, desist!” cried site, “ this 
perseverance is suicide.” 

“ Noj” replied he, “ there is but one 
u ^ 
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man in the world, who could act by me, 
as your kinsman has done! And this 
deed is my last act of duty to him and to 
myself.”' , 

Cornelia said no raore^'i but submit¬ 
ted with an awful awaiting of the con¬ 
clusion. 

By the Duke’s orderS, Lorenzo sealed 
the first packet, and, returned it into his 
hand. No one saw. how he directed it. 
The second packet was then sealed, and 
superscribed, and both put into a cover. 
This was also sealed, and when directed 
by the Duke’s hand, he ■ put it into that 
of Cornelia. She glanced upon the su¬ 
perscription. 

“ To my benefactress. But not to be 
opened until I am dead.” 

She readdt, and for the first time in 
his sight, .her eyes guslted out with tears. 
The burping hand, which then grate¬ 
fully pressed” her’s as he relinquished 
the packet, would be cold and motion¬ 
less, when she should break that seal! 

4 
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Human nature, pity, admiration! all 
struck at once upon her hea&t, and she 
trembled, almost to sinking. ' 

The Duke observed her emotion, and 
made a sign to Lorenzo to withdraw. 
Both his hands now clasped her’s, as 
with his dying eyes he gazed on her. 

“ Lady,” said he, “ when you open 
that packet, you will know that he who 
you now hqnour Vith your pity, was a 
being to be condemned ; but, he trusts, 
to be pardoned ajso ! I am a man, and 
I erred; but I am a Christian, and have 
contrition. When you know me, re¬ 
member me with one of, those tears, and 
my conscious ^oul will disdain the world’s 
persisted obloquy!” 

Cornelia wept the more at these 
words; but she strove to speak; and 
to gently extricate her hand from a grasp, 
which already ' seemqd the convulsive 
pressures,of death. 

“ You will •tell de Morileraar,” cried he 
in great emotion j and in that moment, t)f 
a S 
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what he thought mortal fainting, forget¬ 
ting his caution: — “ You will tell him 

--” he paused, and struggled for a few 

seconds — then gasping—relinquished 
the hand he held, and fell b^ck upon his 
pillow'. 

Cornelia saw and heard no more; she 
fainted, and sunk upon the floor. 

When she recovered, she found her¬ 
self in another room,' hnd supported by 
l;er iWicle of Lindisfarne." 

“ Your fears are premature, my dear 
child cried the venerable man, as soon 
as she opened her eyes; “ Lorenzo has 
just been in to tell me, your invalid guest 
is now recovering froth the swoon in 
winch you left him; and that the sur¬ 
geons are in his chamber.” 

“ Heaven has broi%ht you my revered 
uncle!” cried*she, “ to sustain me. You 
wil L . se e him ? ” 

“ For “ that purpose,” replied Mr. 
Athelstone, “ I came.” 

'Indeed, as soon as he received Louis’s 
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lew lines, imparting his indispensible ab¬ 
sence, and obligation to leave Cornelia to 
take charge of bis invalid friend j the 
good Pastor judged, that whoever this 
nameless pei;|oii might be, and*for what¬ 
ever reasons his reception at Morewick 
was to be generally concealed; yet it was 
his duty not to allow his niece to be with 

servants alone, in the distressing scene 

• 

which the agitateli letter of his nephew 
confessed might be^antlcipated during his 
absence. Notwithstanding all Louis’s 
caution in his first communications re¬ 
specting his foreign friend; and his subse¬ 
quent reserve while continuing his apolo¬ 
gies from th(i ssfme cause, for his and 
Cornelia’s detention at Morewick; Mr. 
Athelstone drew his own conclusions, that 
there w'as more uitcxplained, than the 
iantastic mystery of a fbreigtier wishing to 
travel incognito*. Hejenew Louis’s mind 
too well, .to believe that he wdulcfadopt 
with such carefulness of concealment, so 
trifling a whim. He was convinced that 
R 4 
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danger to one party at least, hnng over 
tJie discovery ; and in his guesses, he was 
PvOt very remote from tlic trutli. The 
jnore his suspicions gained ground, from 
th(* si vie of his nephew’ii last letter, the 
more he saw the propriety of acting in 
defiance of Louis’s positive request, that 
lie would allow none of the Lintlisfarne 
family to interrupt the charitable duties 
of Cornelia. The earntstnes^ of this in¬ 
junction j (for it tvas'jJut, so as not to 
admit of a discussionconfirmed Mr. 
Athelstone in an idea, that peril was at¬ 
tached to the entertainer of this myste¬ 
rious personage 5 and resolving to protect 
ids nephew and his niete iji the possible 
diieinuia into which humanity on one 
side, and romantic generosity on tlie 
other, might involve their safeties, he or¬ 
dered a post *chaise to await him on the 
opposite shore. W.ithouf imparting any 
thing of' these reflections or motives to 
Mrs. Coningsby, he left his directions 
with her and Alice, to prepare every 
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comfort for tlie expected reception oi’ the 
Marchioness and her daughter. Busy in 
tlie hospitable bustle of such arrange¬ 
ments, the happy mother and her favourite 
child, saw Mr. Athelstone dep'art to re- 
join Cornelia, without a suspicion of the 
nature of his errand. He alighted in the 
hall at Morewick, at the very moment 
Lorenzo had found Miss Coningsby lying 
insensible in the ro»m of the stranger, who 
at the instant seemed ‘beyond all future 
pain. She was brought into the next 
chamber, and delivered into the arms of 
lier uncle; while Lorenzo recalled the 
medical assistants to his master’s friend; 
and the result he communicated, as soon 

t 

.is the Duke breathed, to the benevolent 
inquiries of the Pastor. 

When Cornelia had sufficiently reco¬ 
vered from her swoon to speak with com¬ 
posure, she related with brief.eloquence, 
all that had passed between h^f^^ the 
invahd since hi 3 restored senses. Uncon¬ 
sciously to herself, her heart spoke; and 
R 5 
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she ended her communications by affirm 
ing, that notwithstanding his acknow¬ 
ledgement ol' errors, and the secrecy 
that involved him, she must believe him 
to be a man not less illustrious in the 
nobleness of his life, than in birth and 
station. 

Mr, Athelstonc listened atteritively to 
a,ll she had to say and to conjecture about 
the object of their discourse. She always 
distifiguished him,'' by^ the approving and 
pitying appellation of the noble sufferer ; 
and the penetration of her uncle, soon 
discovered, that his niece was no longer 
an impartial speaker. 

“ Cornelia,” replied' he, “ I perceive 
you have no suspicion, who this noble suf¬ 
ferer may be ?” 

« None, my uncle.” 

“ But I "have. I recognise him in 
every wrord you have uttered, except his 
repentance; and that may be yet the 
salutation of Iscariot! ” 

“ My uncle! what do you mean ? ” 
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“ I mean to speak of one,” returned 
tlie Pastor, “ xvhose heart was lifted up 
because of his beauty; and he corrupted 
his wisdom, by reason if his bri-ghlness ; 
and where we should have found lights 
there was 5ttrhness, and the mouth of the 
grave ! ” 

Cornelia ^unk into a seat. “ Sir,” 
cried she, “ y6u terrify me with an un¬ 
utterable appreh<insion ! If he be what 
you suppose, you are a Christianjninis- 
ter! Go to him, in this his last hour j 
and save him if it be possible, from the 
death whence there is no recall !’* 

Her hands were clasped over her face, 
as she pronounaed the last words. Lo¬ 
renzo at the same moment appeared at 
the door; and beckoning Mr. Athelstone, 
the pious man left the room, with the in¬ 
tention, if Duke Whartor> yet breathed, 
to obey the prayer ,of his .niece, in ex¬ 
horting him to a sincere repgtCT^. 



( oTi 


CHAP. XX. 

On the evening of the second day after 
his departure from Morewick, Louis 
found himself clasped to the veteran bo¬ 
som of Santa Cruz ; a»dently embraced 
by Ferdinand; an-d caressed with ma¬ 
ternal fondness, by the enraptured Mar¬ 
chioness. 

“ We are come to live amongst you 
for a long time; ” cried she, “ to seek 
those blessings of health '^at Lindisfarne 
for my beloved Marcella, which her bro¬ 
ther found so abundantly.” 

Louis assured her of the happiness 
such an intention would bring to his 
family; and, he soon read in the looks of 
Ferdinatra; that it was as a privileged 
lover, he was nOw returning to the feet 
of Alice. The present grief which Louis 
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Find in the depths of his heart, he hid 
ill ere, and smiled his congratulations to 
the animated eyes of his friend. 

“ Our Marcella,” said the Marquis, 
“ is suffering under sorrow ‘as well as 
illness. While I went to Rome on a 
mission of consequence to us all, I left 
her with my wife, under the care of my 
sister, the abbess of the Ursalines; and on 
my return, 1 found I had 4ost my sisfer 
by a sudden death; and that my daugh_ 
ter, from the shock, was reduced to the 
brink of the grave.” 

“ But she is now out of danger, I 
trust?” replied Louis in a tone, which 
could not be mistaken. 

“ And a letter from you, was our first 
comfort!” was the inward response of 
the Marchioness, though her lips made 
no reply. She left that .to the calmer 

jeason of her husband. 

• > 

The letter, her thoughts ^teSsTfed to, 
was from dq Montemar*to Ferdinand, in 
answer to one, wherein he enlarged .on 
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Marcella’s changed wishes with regard 
to a monastic life. When Louis came 
to that subject,.,,without being aware of 
the clearness with wdiich his words un¬ 
folded his own heart; he wr,ote as follows: 

“ I begin to think my jla-obationary 
conflicts, instead of confirming my spirit, 
have, in some cases at least, a contrary 
effect. I felt so much in' reading your 
sister’s wish to bury her^tclf from all she 
has hitherto blessed with her virtues, 
that — I wish I could for ever be kept in 
ignorance of the time when she is really 
professed. At least, Ferdinand, do you 
refrain from telling it to me, and 1 shall 
not dread to open your letters.” 

Ferdinand shewed this paragraph to 
his mother. The lamp in his own soul 
had discovered sleeping love, in every 
unconscious lin^. The Marchioness had 
observed the powerful impression which 
de Moft^wJsar nlade on the memory of 
her daughter, when she first .admired his 
filial enthusiasm in the Val del Uzeda* 
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I'Tom that hour, iier distaste, as well as 
her religious opinions, was adverse to a 
monastic vow. But wj|^^ her awakened 
sensibility comprehended^the feelings of 
her brother ; though unconscious of the 
new princijtle within her, which pleaded 
iiis cause even against her own heart, 
she becaraeVilling to sacrifice herself' for 
his happinessw' In Barbary, as in Spain, 
she found nothing but what increased 
her admiration,, eyen.to reverence^in the 
devoted son of the misled Duke de 
Ilipperda. And, being so devoted a 
son, it never crossed the pare hea¬ 
ven of her mind, that any idea of her, 
but as a slsteii of Mercy, could ever 
occur to his lieart. She believed, that 
she also thought of him as a “ thing 
enskied and sainfed,” and that his re¬ 
membrance would be as innoxious to her. 
peace, after tjiey had separated for ever 
in this world, as that of lovely 

characters she had read of, who were 
now in the grave; but whose society 
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would be one of her felicities in the 
life to come. 

But she deceiiMd herself. The sling 
was in her hedft. She saw Louis de 
Montemar no more, but bis image was 
ever before her, his words, his looks, 
his actions; and, finding the secret of 
her soul, in its anguish and her despair; 
she every hour urged her parents to shut 
her up from the world, ;!vhich contained 
the object who made heir feel that she 
was no longer mistress of herself. This 
fatal secret she revealed to no one. It 
preyed Apoh her heart, and her life; 
and, not until the Marchioness was se¬ 
cluded with her in the convent of the 
Ursalines, did she penetrate its depth 
and power. She also had wept in 
silence, over what shje had too soon 
discerned; this unhappy, unuttered pas¬ 
sion : and a sad immature grave, seemed 
ever opj^aiag,before the feet of her most 
loved child. 

But, when_ her eyes fell on the 
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paragraph concerning Marcella, in the 
letter from Louis to Ferdinand, she be¬ 
came convinced that the^tenderness was 
mutual; and that mutual was the hope¬ 
lessness and misery. 

Without appearing to design any pe¬ 
culiar communication to her daughter, 
siie read the letter to herj and dwelt 
with particular emphasis on that com¬ 
prehensive sentence. Marcella listened, 
as if transfixed *bjr a* shaft. She'^durst 
not receive its import; she feared there 
would be crime in even wishing it real; 
although her abbess aunt had put a de¬ 
cisive on her monastic intentions, by 
telling her there Vould be positive guilt 
in her becoming a Catholic nun, with 
her religious reservations. 

“ Not a nun!” lAurmured she to her¬ 
self, “ but I have never bfien allowed to 
consider myself with any connection with 
tlie wor^d. I feel as if I sinned in the very 
vash 1 and I’must be a recluse.” She 
“ eaned her throbbing head. upor. her hanff. 
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■ “ My child,” said her mother, ten¬ 
derly drawing near her; “ what do you 
think of de Montemar’s animated gra¬ 
titude, in these touching sentiments ?” 

“ I'hat it is gratitude!'’ replied Mar¬ 
cella, rising with a forced smile, “ and 
1 am obliged to him for anticipating a 
pity, which my aunt teaches me, I cannot 
with conscience put myself into the con¬ 
dition to merit.” 

“ Ahd do you see no more than gra¬ 
titude and compassion here ?” asked the 
Marchioness, re-reading the passage, and 
holding her daughter’s arm while she did 
so. “ Were I to speak what I think, 
this matchless young man lof/es you i” 

These words, from the lips of hei' 
mother, were more than Marcella could 
bear; she gasped and*fell into her arms. 

When the Marquis returned from his 
successful mrssion t6 Rome, he found his 
sister dead*t-and his wife in posses^fion of 
his daughter’s unlimited conlidence j but 
that timid and self-accusing daughter, 
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wjis brought to the verge of the grave 
by sorrow for the deceased, and shame 
at the weakness of' her heart. 

His fii'st communication to the Mar- 
chioness wfiis to prepare her family for 
crossing with him to England. 

“ 1 have given my sanction to Fer¬ 
dinand’s attachment to the niece of Mr. 

* 

Athelstone;” said he, “ travelling and 
change of scene will be beneficial to Mar¬ 
cella } and our frietids of Lindisfarrtfc will 
give us the welcome of kindred.” 

Mai’cella obeyed the commands^ of her 
father in these preparations: and perhaps 
the more readily, since her mother’s ir- 
I’cpressible and constant representations 
of Louis’s demonstrations of a peculiar 
sentiment for her, had in spite of her 
own prepossessions to the coutrary, and 
what she would not acknowledge to her¬ 
self, given her an idea of thx? possibility 
of whaf her mother believed,«15eing true. 
In urging these sometimes visionary ar- 
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guments, the Marchioness at last said to 
her. 

“ Should you and the Marquis de 
Montemar meet as I expect, it is not pro¬ 
bable that your father v/ould be more 
inexorable to his daughter and best 
loved friend, than he has proved him¬ 
self to Ferdinand and Alice Coningsby!” 

“ If I go to England,” returned Mar¬ 
cella, and she believed she, spoke the 
truth,*' * ‘ I will never ineet the Marquis 
de Montemar at all, if you, my dear mo¬ 
ther, are to draw any conclusions from 
that, that 1 expect, or even wish him to 
consider me in any other light than as 
a professed nun. That* sin of my ima¬ 
gination is now over: I shall see my fa¬ 
ther’s friend with the confidence of a 
sister. But no more.'” 

If the Mardhioness thought otherwise, 
she did not expresscit; and Marcella was 
not again persecuted on the subject. 

Be u.g in England ; and learning from 
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hei mother, (who glided out of the room 
with the information ;) that the preserver 
of her father and her brother, was then in 
the house; she did not deny the next 
request, thqt she would obey her father’s 
wish in joining the party in the draw¬ 
ing-room. She felt confident in her 
own resolves ;.and with a serene aspect, 
jiiit her arm on her mother’s to comply. 

She was in black. — It was the first 
time Louis had seen her out of thfc dre.ss 
of a nun; and, on her entrance, he 
started with an emotion that suiprized 
him, at so unexpected a change. 

Her face and hands were pale; but a 
gentle colour, like the soft reflection from 
the rose, passed over her cheek, as he 
approached her. She tried to meet him 
with tranquillity;' and to look at him 
with the open eye of friendly cognizance. 
But the moment his hand -touched hers, 
her eyeJids fell; and a chiil*ran through 
her whole frame, to blanch her cheeks; 
sj^d shook her with such a trembling, 
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that tlic Marchioness made a sign to her 
husband to assist her in bearing lier to 
the sofa. 

Tile Marquis sat for same time, rub¬ 
bing his daughter’s cokf hdnds in his; 
and the Marchioness touched her fore¬ 
head and lips with essence. Louis did 
not venture to follow her to the sola, 
blit remaining standing where the group 
left him; and, asj she. lay,'like a lilly 
on a velvet pall; so fair and fragile, in 
her mourning garments,"he felt the pos¬ 
sibility of his feeling a yet bitterer pang, 
than the death of his false friend. But 
the moment he thought, so, he checked 
the selfish sentiment; and said in an¬ 
guish of spirit to' himself.— “ O no! 
For with that gentle being dwells inno¬ 
cence and virtue.— When she goes hence 
her translation is to heaven;—And, can 
I moiii aj w ith bittehiess, her who is in 
blessedness?" But when the deluding, 
the betrayer, the impenitent! are called 
away! then my cry may be that of Dai id 
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— Oh, thou who wert once my friend — 
xcouU to God, I could have died for 
iheer 

I'crdinand observed his c.ountenance, 
and toucli^d ins arm. — “ Why do you 
gaze with such despair on my sister?” 
whispered he, “ Her illness is merely 
weakness, frory tktigue. Lindisfarnc will 
restore us all!” 

“ Heaven grant it!” was the response 
of I.ouis, as he recalled hiniselftrom the 
momentary wandering of iiis thoughts. 

Marcella soon after re opc^icd her 
eyes; and having recovered her perfect 
recollection, she also strove to rally her 
self possession ; and, though with still 
dov/n-cast lids, shn stretched out licr 
hand to her father’s friend, as he agtiin ad¬ 
vanced to impress it with his lips ;— and 
in a calm, but low voice* expressed her 
pleasiu'e at seeing biimrptifrned in safety 
to tije •country of his dearest relations. 
Louis, without attending to all the import 
of his words, replied by saying, tha? he 
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trusted she would consider them as lu-f 
own. 

Many mutual inquiries now took place, 
and her share of the conversation was 
carried on for nearly an hcur, with a 
composure, on the side of her daughter, 
that surprised and pleased the Marchio¬ 
ness. When she appeared exhausted, 
hef mother rose; and she, following her 
example, took the pai'ental arm, and with 
a bend" of her head to her father, quitted 
the room. 

Santa Cruz turned towards Louis, 
his daughter disappeared j and observed, 
with a solemn emotion at his heart, that 
his eyes followed with anxiety, the slow 
progress of Marcellafrom the room j that 
he gazed on the door, a long time after 
it was closed on her;' an^ then withdrew 
his attention, ‘ with a heavy, and deep- 
drawn sigh. 

“ De 'Montemar,” said the Marquis, 
“ come w'ith me into my chamber; for 
1 have much to say to you.’* 
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The conference lasted many hours.— 
Santa Cruz assuied him, that he had left 
no power unexerted, day or night, td 
bring the prejudiced mind of the King of 
Spain, to adaii judgment on the Duke 
de Eipperda’s political integrity, great 
exasperations, and religious penitence. —• 
“ The Queen was more placable on your 
behalfcontinued the Marquis, “ sincp 
the subject ,in debate was a handsome 
young man, who admired her. — ATleast 
so Duke Wharton made her believe 
“ Duke Wharton !” echoed Loyis. 

“ Yes,” replied the Marquis, “ that 
man was ever a Proteus; and never more 
•> 0 , than in the present instance. When 
I, and all the Spanish ministry, thought 
ijim the most active enemy you had; 
he became master of all the malignancy 
that was in arms or in ambuScade against 
you ; and, by a‘generalship as efiective 
as it w^;s .surprising, turned the whole 
battery against its inventors.” 

VOL. IV. s 
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“ Marquis!” cried Louis, starting fron 
his chair; “ What is it you say ?" 

“ The truth, though a strange one,” 
replied Santa Cruz, “ and this ruse de 
guerre of his was so artfuily managed, 
that not a man in the Spanish cabinet is 
aware of the hand that gave the over¬ 
throw. Being one in all their secret 
counsels, he influenced the separate mem¬ 
bers, to certain exaggerated conduct; 
and the oric off’ against the 

other, in their allegations against your 
father, managed that contradictions 
should occur in every hearing before 
the King. And, by Iiimself accusing 
you to the Queen, in‘ terms to awaken 
her vanity against’your enemies, and to 
influence it with a belief in your personal 
loyalty to herj hd gained your point 
there. With your personal enemies, and 
his political friends, he- ‘affected to won¬ 
der at the- Marquis de Monteraajf'’s resti¬ 
tution to the royal favour j while with 
hxe, he rqoiced in private,—laughing 
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at the absurdity of such grey-beards, as 
the frowning de Castellor, and that earth¬ 
worm de Faz, making any tilt against the 
armed virtue of .®neas and hi^ Achates. 

“ And hi!^ cloud is a bright one!” con¬ 
tinued the Marquis, kindling with his 
subject. “ It has absorbed the follies of 
his youth. And, gazing with wonder at 
his capacity, I beheld with admiration, 
the man l»once despised. In short, his 
genius, with a sort of supernatural cog¬ 
nizance, darts into the views of men, , and 
turns their devices to the side oiijustice 
and honour!” 

Louis’s deep groans burst upon the 
ear of Santa Cruz, His face, for some 
time, had been coveted with his bands. 
An amazed inquiry, and an agonized 
reply, soon informed the Marquis of its 
cause. Wharton, that unalienable, that 
energetic friend, was? then At the point 
of dea 4 ;h? in the house^ of his uncle at 
Morewick! was dying, under an impres¬ 
sion that Louis was estranged from him 5 
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nay, had united with his fatlier in de¬ 
nouncing liim as a traitor! He might 
now be dead! — And he, who loved him 
to the last, never be able to pour out his 
gratitude for such noble jisse: tion of that 
father’s fame! 

This information astonished, and dis¬ 
tressed Santa Cruz; and the greater the 
extremity of tlie Duke, the more he 
thought himself called upor, to relate 
every thing explicitly to his agonized 
friend. In the course of this protracted 
conversation, he gave a brief account of 
all he knew of Wharton’s conduct 
throughout the whole transactions rela¬ 
tive to the Duke de Ilipperda. 

Wharton frankly acknowledged, that 
from the period he was convinced no 
impressions in behalf of the Stuart or 
Bavarian interests, could be made on 
Spain, he determined to overthrow the 
political poWer of him, who avowed him¬ 
self' the root of this obstinacy. Rip- 
perda had proclaimed his devotion to the 
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House of Brunswick, more than once, 
at the great councils of Vienna. He 
had affirmed his implacability to both 
pretenders, at the table of the Cardinal 
Gio\'enozzi% and he did it, with circum¬ 
stances of such personal insult to Whar¬ 
ton, that the English Duke, at once laid 
a comprehensive plan to make him feel 
his power. 

Routemberg’s^ conspiracy against the 
Spanish minister, did not origintffe with 
Wharton ; but It was modified by him j 
he mounted the guns, and plany:ed the 
circular batteries ; and he did it, to bring 
Ripperda to a point, where none could 
preserve hitfl but the man who held 
the springs of every movement in his 
own hands. This man was Wharton's 
self. Twice, at critical moments, in 
Vienna and at Madrid, Re offered his 
terms : — to unmask* every 'machination 
against Ripperda; and to maintain him in 
his seat against all the' world; if he would 
at last oppose the house of Brunswick 
s 3 
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in the empire and in England. Botfr 
overtures were rejected with disdain; 
and events took their course. Ripperda’s 
was a faH, not a descent, and the ruin 
was terrible. The nev/ winisters of 
Spain, who had bought their elevation 
by embracing Wharton’s views, tri¬ 
umphed in every way .over their dis¬ 
graced predecessor. But the English 
politician was of another spirit. His 
enemy,* once down, Kis care might be 
to prevent his rising to the same adverse 
station^ but he told his coadjutors, he 
was not of the herd to strike his heel 
against the fallen lion. 

It did not, at this juncture, accord with 
the interests of his two royal friends,James 
Stuart, and Maria of Bavaria, to make a 
full disclosure in favour of the overthrown 
Duke j but he made secret visits to the 
King’s confessor^ and to the Queen’s, not 
to incense, ‘as was supposed, bat .to pro¬ 
pitiate each sovereign against the cabi¬ 
net ministers’ rancorous persecution ol 
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their lallen rival. He denied all the cir¬ 
cumstances which had been alleged by 
these men, to prove that Ripperda had ne- 
gociated with him against the existing or¬ 
ders of Pbjlip; He positively asserted, 
there had never been any amicable private 
meeting between them. He explained the 
adventure in t[ie Carinthian post-house,' 
where he returned the dispatches to the 
Duke; alfio another rencounter in the 
mountains of Genoa where he accrttentally 
rescued him frcrni a band of assassins, to 
whorn he had been betrayed by a man 
who was a Spaniard ; “ and therefore,” 
said Wharton, “ I will not name him.” 

It were not “possible to describe the 
varied anguish of‘Louis de Montemar, 
during this discourse, and the new dis¬ 
coveries it made al every sentence. He 
did not utter it, for he was on the rack.* 
But when he found That jt was Wharton’s 
am which had saved his father amongst 
the maritime Alps ; tliat it was to him, 
i hough unknown, Ripperda had bequeath- 
s 4- 
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ed the Gratitude of his son;—then Louis 
felt the iron enter his soul. 

In short, Santa Cruz informed him, 
that Wharton proved to the King and 
Queen, that his enmity was against Kip- 
perda’s politics, not against himself; 
though he pi'otcsted, there was not 
man on earth who detested another with 
more determined hatred than the ex- 
minister detested him. 

Thirds were in this state, when the 
Duke was summoned by the Chevalier 
St. GcQi’ge, to a confereiwie at Rome, 
and the field being left open to Grimaldo 
and his colleagues, their violent pro¬ 
ceedings ended in the flight'of their pro¬ 
posed victim. 

In this pause of the narrative, Louis 
wrung his hands, and bitterly exclaimed: 

“ What an'extreme and false judge 
have I been of' this -unexampled friend ! 
And just is my punishment, that! sliould 
lose him for ever, in the mornent I know 
his “invaluable worth!” 
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“ Be not unjust to yourself, my dear 
de Montemar,” answered the Marquis, 

“ Philip Wharton did not open to me 
only half his soul. When we pledged 
our faith to each other, on ’two sacred 
subjects, (dne of which was your resti¬ 
tution to your rights; but which coali¬ 
tion to your advantage, was not to be 
revealed to ydu till it was successful:) 
he confessed to me, that he deserved 
your warmest resentment; for,^he sin 
of his life, since he knew you, was an 
incessant attempt at rendering you in 
al/ things like himself! De Mbntemar 
was bright and ambitious,” said he, 
“ too likely to outshine his master, unless 
I gave his towering soul a little of my 
own ballast. 1 tried him, where man is 
most vulnerable. , Marquis! 1 was so 
very a wretch, that the clearer I saw my* 
power over ium, with a niore devilish 
zeal I thrust him into liie £re. In the 
garden of Jhe ChateuM de Phaflenberg 
was the scene of my last attempt! His 
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resolution, not only to meet ruin himself 
but to consign his idolized father to the 
same, rather than rescue either by a 
dereliction from virtue, was a sword, 
that cut Asunder marrow and spirit i 
Since that hour, I have regarded that 
boy as a Mentor, worth all the bearded 
sages, from Socrates to the Cambray 
Bishop!”— 

So spoke the animated Duke,” con¬ 
tinued vSanta Cruz-; and he has ho- 
noui’ed his model! For, from that time, 
(although it was long before 1 shared 
his secrfet,) he has been your unsuspected 
and efficient friend. The re-enrolment 
of vour father’s name itl the national 

► V 

archives; and, these parchments, con¬ 
taining your own restituted rights without 
condition Or substraction, but the Duke¬ 
dom of Jtlipper,da, (which none but a Ca¬ 
tholic can bear,) are undeniable witnesses 
of this fact..” 

“ Marquis!” veplied Loijis, walking 
thci^room in insupportable agony of spirit } 
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you heap coals of fire upon my head! 
Oh, why must I remember, whose voice 
denounced him to this government; 
who proclaimed him a traitor to the 
House of Hanover ! — His own rights in 
this country are wrested from him by that 
hand! — a price is set on his head,— and 
hidden like a thief, he lies, murdered by 
assassins, undetthe very roof which ought 
to have been rent with acclamations, when 
he sought it as a refuge! — Oh, ijjy vener¬ 
able friend, I cannot bear what is press¬ 
ing on my brain!” 

The Marquis saw that Louis itas in no 
condition to listen with attention, much 
less with complacency, to any thing else 
he had to impart; and aware that his 
greatest proof of kindness would be to 
hasten his return to Morewick, to yield 
him some chance of sefing his friend- 
alive ; he declared that such was first in 
his thoughts; and lie sdon jvithdrew, to 

t • • 

give corresponding directions to his 
family. 

s 6 



( 31)6 ) 


CHAP. XXL 

The morning’s light saw the Marquis 
Santa Cruz step into the post-chariot that 
was to convey him to London. He had 
advised Louis not to distress the appre¬ 
hensive mind of the Marchioness, by im¬ 
parting to her, or to* any of the travelling 
group, the afflicting scene at Morewick; 
besides, under the dangerous circum¬ 
stances which enveloped Wharton’s asy¬ 
lum there, the fewer who were privy to 
the secret, the better for all parties. 

Immediately after a breakfast by sun- 
rise; when the Marquis had driven away, 
Louis led the Marcliioness to her car- 
"riage. Ferdinarid had already placed his 
sister within it, and Don Garcia de Lima, 
the family pjiysician, with the female 
attendants of the ladies, took his station 
in de Montemar’s travelling chaise. 
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A cold Northumbrian morning, which, 
though at deep Midsummer, is sometimes 
saturated with fog, chilled the delicate 
frame of Marcella, and wrapping herself 
within her pelisse, she drew close into the 
corner of the coach. 

The first start of the horses from the 
inn-gate, re-lit hope in the breast of 
Louis. And'as they flew along the 
northern road, the pinions of his ^oul 
seemed to* extend tliemselves; while with 
the animating ^low of renewed confidence 
in Wharton, and the sa)iguine expect¬ 
ation of soon avowing it at his'side, di¬ 
lated his heart, he appeared to the eyes 
of his coinjianions a new being. Mar¬ 
cella sighed as she contemplated that 
radiant, unobserviug countenance; she 
saw it was happiness that shone there. 
Happiness in returning whence he came*! 
for his eyes were directed forward with 
an eagerness which pfafnly^leclared that 
at tfiat inQinent lie thought not of any 
one in the carriage. She was unconseious 
9 
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that she sighed; and feeling the fresh 
air particularly bleak at that instant, even 
shuddered. 

“ You are cold. Lady Marcella 1” said 
l.ouis, hearing the gentle shiver, and 
drawing up the window that was next 
her; “ I fear our Northumbrian breezes 
are rough in their welcome!” 

Marcella did not speak, but bowed her 
head. 

This little incide.nt rocallecl Louis’s 
attention to those around him. They 
remained ignorant of what was in his 
thoughts', and the mournful comfort 
which the Marquis’s communications had 
infused there, influenced him throughout 
the journey, to complete it with greater 
cheerfulness than he could have afiected, 
had his mind been stjU weighed down 

the conviction that he lamented an 

•• 

unworthy friend. 

Over and . over again he felt that a 
perfect reliance orvthe virtue of a ^)eIoved 
object, and his acceptance with the source 
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of all-purity, is what takes the mortal 
sling from death; and though sorrow 
and anxiety were full in his heart, the 
shafts of despair and horror were ex¬ 
tracted, and he thought himself equal to 
seeing his* friend pass that bourne — 
where, he trusted, one day to follow him 
into the land of peace. 

All this genial impetus of spirit suc¬ 
ceeded very well, until the morning of 
t he third Say, when .the travellm’s assem¬ 
bled in the breakfast-room of the inn 
where they had slept, and prepared to* 
renew their journey. Marcellif became 
so powerless of exertion, from the ex¬ 
haustion consequent to the two preceding 
days rapid travelling, that she fainted in 
her way to the carriage, and was brought 
back in the arms .of Ferdinand into the 
house. Her mother, (the physician^ 
chaise having been some time driven 
on,) applied the usual fesjpratives; and 
when she ^ was sufficiontly recovered to 
comprehend what was said, the Mar- 
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cliioness tenderly assured her, she should 
not be hurried by proceeding that day; 
for the Marquis de Montemar was al- 
ready gone out to order the carriage to 
be put up. ” 

“ At your request, Mamm& ?” slowly 
articulated Marcella. 

“ Yes, my child j and he complied im¬ 
mediately.” 

Ihit how complied, the apprehensive 

eye of Marcella saw at once," when he 

re-entered the room. His countenance 

was pale and troubled. He approached 

her couch, but his eye roved over it. 

” His wishes, his anxiety,” said she 

to herself, “ are in another place! — It 

« 

is this incomparable Cornelia, this be¬ 
loved cousin he is so eager to rejoin! — 
And my illness shall ngit detain liim.” 

I thank you, my dear mother!” 
cried she, “ and you too. Marquis; but 
after this fit;, of‘' weakness, I am well 

I 

enough to go on.”* 
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“ Impossible!” cried the Marchioness, 
“ the fatigue would destroy you.” 

“ No;” replied Marcella, with a wan 
smile, “ I can only be destroj^ed by find¬ 
ing myselfi ai\ incumbrance, and I know 
Ferdinand thinks every moment an age 
till he arrive at Lindisfarne.” 

\ “ Not while you are so ill, my kindest 
sister,” replied he, “ to-morrow will find 
you stronger, and six fleet horses will 
soon make up for the delay.” 

Louis turned towards the window. It 
might in the meeting of lovers, who haS" 
yet many happy years before them ! but 
an hour, or a moment, might be sufficient 
to divide him For ever in this life, from 
the friend of his heart! — Marcella was 
ill; but.she was not dying; and the de¬ 
termination to delay a whole day and a 
night, struck him with* an agony he 
turned away ‘to conceal; ‘But Marcella 
caugljt.the look; its whctfe expression 
entered her heart,' an(J she took an in¬ 
stant resolution. 
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Perhaps an emotion of resentment j the 
first she had ever known in herself, at least, 
the first she had ever acted upon, roused 
her to extraordinary powers; for she felt 
that no consideration of hpr possible pe¬ 
ril, could awaken in this devoted, im¬ 
patient lover, this ungrateful kindless 
de Montemar, one wish to linger a mo¬ 
ment for her sake. 

She pressed the arm of Ferdinand and 
whispered him. 

He kissed that soft hand, and imme¬ 
diately withdrew. The Marchioness, sus¬ 
pecting that embassy was to recall the 
carriage, hastened up to Louis, and 
whispering him in her turn, .begged him 
to prevail on Marcella, not out of indul¬ 
gence to her brother’s haste reach 
Lindisfarne, to run herself into any risk, 
li^bre she could receive an answer, she 
glided out of *the .room in pursuit of her 
son, to stopVhis counter-orders,. and to 
reprove his persisted selfishness. 

I'^ouis turned round to utter persua- 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 403 

sions so foreign to his heart; but a severe 
look from Marcella checked him : yet he 
drew near. She again turned her eyes 
upon him ; but there was an expression 
of distress, in his face which disarmed her 
resentment; and being sensible to an un- 
definable sympathy, for whatever might 
li^e his motives for this, to her, unfeeling 
haste, she paused a moment to consider 
what she should say. A certain spirit of 
female dignity,* that'resisted, while it felt 
too powerfully his influence over her, 
and something of her usual habit of self-df^ 
nial, impelled her to rally all her strength 
at once. And, alike contemning her bo¬ 
dy’s feebleneffi, and that weakness oi 
heart which had been its origin, she rose 
into a sitting position on the sofa; and, 
with every nervfi braced, and a lofty, 
tl)ough compassionate aia, she interitf^* 
ed him as he* began tq speak. 

“ .You are very kind, ‘H^arquis, to in¬ 
tend to obey my mother. But I am wel:, 
and shall proceed.” 
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Louis made an attempt to answer, but 
again she intercepted his first words; and, 
rising, rung the bell. 

“ Tell my mother,” said sJi® to tlie 
person who entered, “ that,.! am ready to 
attend her to the carriage.” 

Louis looked on her with agitation. 
She observed him, and turned away hw 
head, though walh an air of unaffected 
serenity. Marcella was always, serene af¬ 
ter any struggle in her soul, when the 
conquest was gained. 

*" The Marchioness, on receiving the 
message liurried into the room, and found 
her arguments for delay, answered in 
every point by the steady step^and cheer¬ 
ful voice of her daughter. Ferdinand re¬ 
joiced in the change, without investigat¬ 
ing the cause j but his ‘mother looked to- 
\vards Louis. She saw that it was some 
observation Mercelladiad niade upon his 
conduct, whildf had produced this ,dan¬ 
gerous resolution.' Experience convin¬ 
ced her, that so quick an altei'ation could 
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not arise naturally; but she feared to op¬ 
pose the effect, and durst not conjecture 
the cause. 

In half an hour, they wereye-seated in 
the carriage ; ^and, by the orders of Fer¬ 
dinand, who had received a whispered 
command f om his sister, the drivers kept 
tHeir horses to tli ;r fullest speed. 

Little conversation passed in this duty’s 
journey. ,Tlie spell of tl-e two former 
ones was broken l>y tiie check in tfie morn¬ 
ing. Louis wondered how he could 
have felt the ipitsJatuvs hope w|;[ich that 
check had extinguished ; and, with pro¬ 
portioned despondency, he silently count¬ 
ed the hours wfiich, he believed, liad too 
surely cut him off* from the last moments 
of his friend. 

Marcella spoke‘little; for she duj;^^ 
not spare any waste ol' strength, f'rom the 
exertion necessary to beg,r the casualties 
of the .journey and to satisfy the fre¬ 
quent anxious inquiries of her mother. 
The eyes of Louis turned often on her, 
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•w'ith an expression of solicitude that pe¬ 
netrated her heart. But the effect it pro¬ 
duced, favoured the first deceit she had 
ever practised in her life. It drove the 
blood from that heart to her cheek : and 
she looked well when her soul was almost 
fainting within her. 

It was ten o’clock, on the third nigM 
aftQr their leaving Harwich, that the ha¬ 
rassed party entered on Mor,peth-moor, 
within a*“ stage of Alnwick. The dark¬ 
ness, during this latter dozen miles, con¬ 
cealed from his companions the increas¬ 
ing discomposure of Louis. Every step 
drew him now so near to More wick, he 
was ready to break from the carriage, 
and escape at once to the side of his dy¬ 
ing friend. These twelve miles seemed 
g,^undred to his impatience j and, when 
the drivers drbw up before the door of 
the inn at Alfiwjck, 'he sprung out, as if 
it had been i^’to his Uncle’s house.. 

Marcella would fain have m&de a propo¬ 
sal to go on, even during the night j but 


4 
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mature was at last subdued; and she did 
not chuse to speak, 'w'hen she knew, that 
the now hardly articulate powers of her 
voice, would too truly proclaim that she 
had already c^one too much. 

The Marchioness having alighted, 
Louis drew near to assist Ferdinand in 
■l^earing out his sister; but Marcella mere¬ 
ly bowed to him, and gently waved^him 
away with her hand. Ferdinand threw 
his arms round her waist, and supported 
her failing steps into the house. 

She was seated, pale and silent, in a 
chair by the fire-side, (for the night was 
cold and wet,) when Louis re-entered 
from giving orders respecting their apart¬ 
ments. Don Garcia’s hand was upon her 
pulse. 

“ Donna Marcella had best retire im- 
mediately,” said the physician. “ You 
want rest, my child.!”, yejoined the Mar- 
chioQe.ss, putting her dShghter’s arm 
within her’s. 

“ But I shall be ready to re-commfence 
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our journey to-morrow at day-break !” 
answered she, gently turning her head 
towards Louis. He bowed, with a full 
heart; and she left the room, leaning on 
her mother and the physician. • 

“ Ferdinand,’* said Louis, “ it is not 
necessary to disturb your sister so early 
as she intimates. I haye business firt 
Morewick, — it is only a few miles off, — 
I shall take a horse immediately; and re¬ 
turn—”*1118 lip became convulsed, and 
he could not proceed. 

“ Why, what is the matter at More¬ 
wick ?” hastily inquired the young Spiu 
niard ; “ Your family are at 1 indis- 
larne! ” 

“ All excepting Cornelia. But spare 
me further questions. Wlien we meet 
ap.nj n — ” Again he interrupted him¬ 
self, and then rfesumed in a more collect¬ 
ed voice. “ Re!jt.is iiecess'ary, both lor 
your motherland your sister, aftej' the 
hard travelling of three such days; there¬ 
fore) do not allow them to be disturbed 
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till noon. I shall be with you long, very 
long, before that! ” 

“ This is very strange, de Montemar! ” 
said Ferdinand, with rather ar tone of of¬ 
fended prid^. 

“ For no other cause than the one that 
i^npels me,” returned Louis, “ would I 
Icuve their side.^ But when you know it, 
they atid you will pardon and pity me:” 

“ I ask no farther,V said Ferdinand, 


vor.. IV. 
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CHAP. XXII. 

The horse was fleet that carried Louis 
that dreary night, without star, or guide 
of ahy kind, over the lonely heaths which 
lay Betv^een Alnwick, a^d the little bye 
road which led through Warkworth to 
"^idorewick hall. But he knew every dell 
and dingle in that near neighbourhood ; 
and without once going out of the direct 
track, soon found himself under the tall 
elms of the avenue, which now groaned 
in the blast around the old walls that shel¬ 
tered his outlawed friend. 

The porter^ whom he had aroused at 
the lodge gate, followed tc take his horse. 
But the bei'' a£ the great door was rung 
twice, before there was any appearance 
of its being answered. At last he heard 
voices, as if in consultation within the 
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door. He rung a third time. They re¬ 
ceded ; and in a few minutes, a window 
was cautiously opened above his head. 
He could not see objects In the dark¬ 
ness, but he looked up, and impatiently 
demanded to be admitted. 

“ It is my master! ” exclaimed Lo- 
rtftizo ; and qifitting the window, hurried 
down stairs. The door was instantly 
opened by hinr? ;• while immediately be¬ 
hind, a little within the hall, stood ’Mr. 
Athelstone. 

At sight of him, Louis felt lhat the 
object of his haste must be no more. The 
shaft of death seemed struck into his own 
soul, as he desperately stepped forward. 
Mr. Athelstone clasped him in his arms. 

“ Then all is over! ” burst from his 
sealed lips. 

The Pastor drew hitn inty a room, and 
Lorenzo followed with a 4amp. Louis 
stood so caljm, so unslftiken, under the 
belief that his friend was dead, that She 
affectionate Italian gazed at him with 



412 THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 


surprise. But Mr. Athelstone read un¬ 
der that fixed endurance, a sensibility to 
the shock he had anticipated, which made 
the good man only too eager to unfold 
his better tidings. • 

“ Does my presence, my dearnephew,” 
said he, grasping his marbled handj 
“only speak of death? - Your friend’s 
fever has left him; and his wound has 
begun to cicatrize.”, . . 

Louis had armed himself to bear the 
•^ttroke of consummate grief; but this 
turn of*joy being beyond his hopes, was 
also beyond his manhood, and with his 
first step towards the pjirlour door, he 
staggered and fell. But an‘insensibility 
which is the effect of happiness, is as 
mists before the sun^, A few minutes 
fBealled him ^ to perception; and the 
blissful tears which flowed from his eyes, 
bathed the Ijand of the venerable messen¬ 
ger of such goodrtidings. 

“ They are full of peace to me! ” cried 
Louis. 
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“ They ought to be replied Mr. 
Athelstone. And then his nephew lis¬ 
tened with a chastized anxiety, while the 
pious man explained his owp presence at 
Morewick^ and that his first meeting 
with Cornelia, confirmed his suspicions 
that Duke Wharton was this secret and 
cherished guest. 

“ I went to him,” continued th^ Pas¬ 
tor, “ to arouze his sj)irit from the delete¬ 
rious slumber of this world, erS he should 
sink into thaf sleep which might prove 
eternal. At the first sight of me, hg knew 
me; and by that knowledge was confirm¬ 
ed in his own belief, that he was under 
a roof which belonged to you. I confess 
to you, Louis, that* though I had suspect¬ 
ed it, I receded a step, when I found that 
it was the treacherous Wharton! 

I knew that by granting him this pro¬ 
tection, you laid VoQrselF open to the 
eondigh punishment ,he tnight escape! 
He who had cozened you of your friend- 
T 3 
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ship; who had rifled you of your father’s, 
honours and life.” 

“ My uncle! ” exclaimed Louis inter¬ 
rupting him. 

Mr. Atheist one putfbrth,liis hand with 
a sign, that he wished to be heard to the 
end ; and then he benignly resumed: — 

“ But 1 went forwardand repeated' 
those blessed words of the giver of all 
pardon: — 

“ Peact? be to this house, and grace to 
all who dwell within it! ■ 

‘‘ Whe;i I drew near, the Duke stretch¬ 
ed out his hand to me. “ Mr. Athel- 
stone, (said he) you do not visit the pil- 
low of an impenitent. But where is my 
friend ? ” And he looked as if he thought 
you were behind me.” 

« And he looked in vain! ” exclaimed 
Louis. 

But your' spiiit “enterfed with your 
uncle! ” repCed the Pastbr, laying his 
hand gently on the bent head of his ne- 
phew. “ And a better spirit, my child : 
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that which, as a minister of Christ, I de¬ 
rived from his holy word! The succeed¬ 
ing two hours I passed by the bedside of 
the Duke of Wharton j and when I left 
him, thaS resplendent countenance of 
his was lit with a new light; the efful¬ 
gence of heaven shone on it, and pressing 
n\y hand to his lips, he called me his 
father! his better father! — “ For you 
have poured on me, (said he,) not the 
unction which gives temporalf but that 
which dispenses eternal life!” 

Two similar hours were now passed 
between Louis and his uncle. During 
that time, all was communicated, which 
the former* i ad leaint from Santa Cruz • 
relative to Duke ‘Wharton; and Mr. 
Athel stone unfolded to his nephew what 
the sealed papers in Cornelia’s possession 
contained, and which, aS a full avowal 
to his Christian confessor, *the Duke had 
permitted the Pastor to rea3. 

The night that followed Wharton’s 
T 4 
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lirst conference with Mr. Athelstone, was 
succeeded by a comfortable sleep. And 
then it was, that on the ensuing morn¬ 
ing, before he would venture to partake 
the holiest rite of the Ch^stian church, 
with the Pastor, and his still hovering 
attendant, Cornelia, he entreated both, 
to break those seals, and read the cop- 
tents. The packet that was addressed 
to de Montemar, did not cpntain the 

iater circumstances which Santa Cruz 

« 

had mentioned, for those particulars it 
referred Louis to that mutual friend. 
But the narrative generally and brief¬ 
ly explained his antecedent conduct 
with regard to Ripperda and his son j 
and ended with affirming the spotless 
fidelity of the former, both to the sove¬ 
reigns of Austria and of Spain, until he 
passed from Europe into Barbary. His 
concluding fare\yell to Louis was short, 
but to the souP; yet, still the usual .spirit 
of the writer prevailed, to cloAthe his last 
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words in the cheerful garb of verse — and 
he wrote: 

“ Be kind to my remains; and oli, defend 

Against your judgment, your departed friend! 

Let not the invidious foe, my fame* pursue ! 

Tlie world X sewed, and only injured you!’’ 

The second paper was to the secretary' 
of state in London; declaring on the 
wdrd of a dyirfg man, that he only sus¬ 
pected, under whose protection he was. 

That he’believed, none of aU who at¬ 
tended him in his asylum, but the one 
romantic friend who brought him there; 
knew they were harbouring an outlawed 
man. He therefore wrote this, on the 
truth of an accountable being, ready to 
be called into the presence of his Cre¬ 
ator; to exonerate all, and every one, 
who had granted him protection in these 
his last hours, from any .implication*of 
disloyalty against t^e ^existing govern¬ 
ment of England: thou^i, with his 
last breath,.he would *say, ''Long live 
King James !” 
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“ Cornelia,” continued the Pastor,” 
“ has been an unwearied watch in his 
apartment. She is now reposing with 
her maid, in a room adjoining to his, 
wliile he sleeps; and this is his third 
night of undisturbed rest.’^ ' 

To invade those hours of genial slum¬ 
ber, was the last thing to which Louis 
could have been brought to consent. 
But' neither he, nor his uncle, felt any 
thing dopnitive in ‘their'faculties, while 
conversing on a subject so dear to both 
their hearts; to the one, a restored 
frienci; ‘to the other, a redeemed fellow 
creature. 

During these precious vigils, Mr. 
Athelstone learnt from his nephew, the 
true object of the Marquis Santa Cruz’s 
visit to England. It* was not merely a 
private mission to the Spanish embas¬ 
sador in London •, Ijut to* give his per¬ 
sonal sanctio,n to the attachment of his 
son to Alice; arid to use his influence 
with the Pastor and Mrs. Coningsby, 
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to accord their consent to the mai'- 
nage. 

“ Which we shall readily grant,” re¬ 
plied his uncle, “ for the hearts the Al¬ 
mighty hath joined together in inno¬ 
cence and tirfbe, let no man put asun¬ 
der ! And that He has done so by an 
awful covenant between the Marquis’s 
fartiilyand ours,is distinctly marked by the 
mutually shedding of their blood for each 
other, in tile terrible fields of B^rbary.” 

Mr. Athelstone dwelt with the tender- 
ness of a parent, on the fading health of 
Lady Marcella; and while he edlo^zed 
her benevolent care of Louis during his 
wounded state -at Ceuta, he could not 
refrain from expressing a regret that so 
much active virtue should be intended 
for the living tomb "of a convent. 

“ And yet,” added the wnerable man, 

“ there 'are excellent diyinqg of our own 

church, who tell us, that awestallife is 
♦ * * 
an angel’s Ufe. Being* unmingled with 

the world, it is ready to converse with 

T 6 
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God; and, by not feeling the warmth of 
indulged nature, it flames out with holy 
fires, till it burns like the seraphim j the 
most ecstasied order of beatified spirits!” 

“ Is that' your sentiment, ^ Sir ?” in¬ 
quired Louis, looking doWn and quell¬ 
ing the palpitation of his heart. 

“ No, Louis 5 my opinion of an angel’s 
life, both on earth, and'in heaven. Is, 
that' it must be one of ministry. And 
tliat canyot be fulfilled,'by fetiring to 
a solitude beyond the stars 5 or immur¬ 
ing one’s-self below them, in monasteries 
and fone'liness.” 

“ Then, to covet one, likely to be so 
immured,” replied Louis,- with a mourn¬ 
ful smile, “ is not a yery mortal sin I” 

This remark put his uncle to painful 
silence. He understood its import, though 
he liad never before suspected the possi¬ 
bility of its e 3 {;istence. The moment he 
heard it, he wondered that he should not 
liave foreseen the'birth of such a senti- 
xneiit, in such a character as Louis, for 
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sucli a mind as Lady Marcella’s. And, 
in the moment of apprehending this af¬ 
fection, being also aware, that it W'as 
awakened only for disappointment, he 
paused,' and fixed his benigh eyes on his 
nephew. • The venerable man, had in 
early youth, once known to love, and to 
resign its object; and, now remembering 
.Something of’the pangs he had so long 
forgotten, he exclaimed, “ alas!*alas! 
1 was not*j)repared for this I” 

Louis took his hand with the ehthu- 
siasm of a manly heart re-illumining-his 
momentarily saddened countenS,n56. 

“ But I am, my uncle!” said he, 
“ and M'hen she, who alone I ever truly 
loved, has indeed,uttered the fatal vow ; 
I will do my best, to reconcile your plan 
of ministry, with that of Bishop Tay¬ 
lor’s celibacy : and, so tread in the Steps 
of my revered Pastor, to the end of my 
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conceal the sigli that would have ended 
the sentence. 

Mr. Athelstone thought it best to pass 
immediately from a subject on which 
hope could have no footing j and he pro¬ 
posed, tliat as heaven had ^eei. it good 
to spare the liie of Duke Wharton, their 
next object was to preserve him from the 
knowledge of the government, until he? 
were ^sufficiently recovered to pass be¬ 
yond seas. ^ To edect? this* confcealment 
with the least mystery, he recommended 
entKxsting the Marchioness and her fa¬ 
mily Tfrith" what had happened. Don 
Garcia, the physician, would be bound 
^to keep the secret, on account of the 
Duke’s power in the Spanish court; and 
then he might be reraaved to Lindisfarne, 
as part of the travelling suite. In that 
remote place, hq,would be attended by 
Don Garcia; and might await his conva¬ 
lescence without much alarm for his per¬ 
sonal safety. 
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Louis highly approved of these sug¬ 
gestions ; and settled, that as soon as he 
had seen Wharton in the morning, he 
would return to Alnwick, and make the 
necessary arrangements with the Mar¬ 
chioness. 

Towards dawn, the Pastor dropt asleep 
in his great chair, and Louis was left to 
his meditations. He too well remem¬ 
bered the distressed, and almost reproach¬ 
ful looks,’with, which the mother of Mar- 
» • ■ 
cella had regarded him, when he sd qui¬ 
escently permitted her daughter to luu’ry 
forward to the danger pf hef health; 
and also, the uncomplaining perseverance 
of Marcella, for the two first days j and^ 
the unselfed, and almost indignant 
firmness with which, she bore the third- 
There was something in these remem¬ 
brances, which, while tli^ey overpowered 
him with regretful shame,at his seeming 
ingratitude, yet awakened, a countless 
train of ),ocollections* that flowed like 
balm into his soul. With his lips, he 
8 
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foreswore all hope of Marcella; but 
there was a subtle something in the bot¬ 
tom of his heart, that would not allow 
him to feel that he must absolutely seek 
the resignatidn he professed. 

He ruminated on the cohscfiations he 
had received at her hands when he lay 
in sickness and in sorrow; on the gentle 
virtues, which, like silent 'rills, only be- 
trayiiig their bidden course by a brighter 
green abqvje, shewed'their* fouiMation in 
the beautiful composure of her character. 
Hei tender cares had been as unremitting 
as eflBbiedt; and made her influence be 
felt throughout his whole soul, even as the 
, atmosphere that surrounded him ; soft, 
balmy, and inspiring! , 

Louis knew not that he loved her, till 
he believed he took his'last leave of her, 
on the steps of the altar in the chapel of 
Ceuta. He knew not how he loved her, 
till the burthen of his friend’s delinquen¬ 
cy was taken frotn his heart; and its 
first •spring was to pour the rapture of 
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the conviction into her pure bosom. He 
would not, however, acknowledge to him¬ 
self, that he thought she loved him. 
But he felt it in every nerve of his body, 
in the dearest recesses of his soul, in 
every heaven-directed aspiration ,ot his 
grateful spirit. 

“ And, in heaven alone,” cried he, 
“ will it be mutually imparted, and en¬ 
joyed !” 
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CHAP. XXIIl. 

The morning’s sun witnessed the agi¬ 
tated, though happy meeting between 
Louis and Cornelia, while tl^eir vener¬ 
able, uncle was gone to prepare the awa¬ 
kened invalid for the entrance of his 
friend. Much circumlocution was not 
suffered to precede a re-union, after 
which the Duke panted, as if it were 
the earnest of all his future good. Louis 
was not less eager to forgive, and be for¬ 
given ; and to throw himself on the 
breast of the man he had always loved, 

(whether in admiration, or in forbear- 

» * 

ance;) with dt Jaet 'the sanction of the 
best guardians of his youth and virtue. 

When he was told he might approach 
the 'chamber; the permission, and the 
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c^asp of Wharton’s arms around hia 
bhdy, seemed the action of one instant. 
Mr. Athelstone closed the door on the 
friends, and left them alone. The gal¬ 
lant heart*of the Duke, and the soul of 
« • 

Louis melted at once into one stream of 
mingling tenderness; and, sweet were 
thpse manly tears. I'liey were as the 
“ Pool of Bethesda whence each arose 
strengthened j and restored to a friend¬ 
ship, deathless as their souls. 

All was reca^tulated; all w'as explain¬ 
ed. And Wharton now stood before his 
friend, without a shadow, without a mys¬ 
tery. But in the deep and intricate en- 
foldment oPthe snares wdiich lurked in 
the gay assemblies of the Hotel d’Ettrees, 
Louis often shuddered in the depths of 
his heart. 

“ I found you there*;” continued 
Wharton ; “ I doubtfed,* and I tried you! 
But like*the light, you pass'through the 
impurest objects without defilement! — 
“Yet, when you are a father, de Monte- 
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mar, never advise your sons to make, a 
similar experiment.” 

“ Never! never!” returned Loui.s, 
with every agonized recollection in his 
voice. 

The Duke resumed; and as he, in like 
manner, unwound the devious clew of 
policy, and shewed him dl its labyrinths, 
and gins, and hidden places — where 

“ The toad beds with the viper: a/jd darkness 

Weds with murder, to do the woik of hell!” 

the spirit of Louis mourned within him, 
that such paths had been those of his 
friend; that in those trackless wilder¬ 
nesses his beloved father had perished. 

“ But it was to ‘kill the Minotaur, I 
entered his den !”• replied Wharton. 

“ Yes,” answered Louis, “ but you did 
not escape the taint of his breath!—Let 
me thank Heaype, I was'so soon beaten 
from the safeie ground!” 

“ No;” replied the Duke, “ the poli¬ 
tics of Europe are only to be redeemed 
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from Machiavelian villanies, by honest 
men turning their talents to fulfil the 
trust, of which those talents are the 
warrant.” 

“ But tli^n .the mode of warfare!” re¬ 
joined Louis; “ all the evil passions are - 
aroused; and who would enlist with 
such leaders ?” 

“ Reverse the order, and make them 
your follo\\Krs!”. replied Wharton. “Man 
must be ruled by our knowledge of his 
nature. To the noble, give noble sti¬ 
mulus; to the base, the scourge. wiA^ou 
must take the world as you find it; use it 
according to its own worthlessness, and 
not by the measure of yourself. To talk 
of virtue to some statesmen, would be 
casting our’pearls, before swine! And, 
we should certainly share the mud in 
wliich .the hogs would trample them. 
To act virtuously is ofu* coinmand; and 
obedience will work its,way. Your uncle 
reads us a parable to this effeet ?” 

“ He does, Wharton !” replied Louis, 
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pressing his friend’s hand ; “ But he also 
reads —Let not thy good be evil spoken 
of! and, has it not been too much the 
case with thine ?” 

Granted!” returned the Duke, 
« What has been, shall not be again. 
And, if God grant me life,” continued he, 

you shall hear of me, toi the satisfaction 
of your heart, and to the confusion of my 
enemies I” 

The spirit of Wharton seeAed in such 
vigour during this lengthened interview, 
that«it embraced every subject that could 
interest Louis or himself; and readily fell 
in with Mr. Athelstone’s project of his 
accompanying the family of ISanta Cniz, 
to Lindisfarne. 

« And will those* holy walls open to 
receive me ?” asked the Duke; “ de Moq- 
temar, I have-not seen the rocks -of Lin¬ 
disfarne, since I fbfced you into its waves! 
It is not my interest to woo your Corne¬ 
lia on that spot.” 

“ Take her then, to the mountains of 
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Genoa!” replied Louis. He had not, 
before mentioned his knowledge, that it 
was Wharton who preserved his father 
from assassination in those mountains; 
and, the referwice now, shot such a hope 
into the breast of the Duke, that catch- ’ 
ing the hand of his friend to its beating 
pulse, he exclaimed: — 

“ Be you my advocate with that* un¬ 
sullied being! .Oh I Jiow different from 
the nieretri<ous syrens who beguiled me 
of my youth — who made me doubt all 
of her sex’s mold, till I beheld her ^‘^ler 
sentiments, language, and manners, are 
like her frame; made in the image of 
man, but possessing every softening grace 
of female nature, l^our years ago, little 
did 1 know the treasure that islet con¬ 
tained ; else I would have^leapt the rock, 
by youi; side — And, what a waste of 
life, might then have bdbn spared me!” 

Thfe avowal from Wharton enraptured 
his friend. His former Duchess, (a "v^ife,, 
only ^n name,) had been long dead; and 
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Louis would have been glad that Coi- 
nelia had been his sister ; that the bonds 
which might unite them, could have been 
nearer to himself; he expressed this with 
animation ; and the Duke as earnestly 
replied: — 

« My dearest Louis! Is not kinsman, 
brother, cousin, all comprised in the pre¬ 
cious name of friend ? Intercede as such, 
for me, with your .beloved ^ousin: and 
she will not then silence the pleadings of 
hqr own generous bosom. I am too well- 
readwin v/oman, not to see she does not 
hate me. And I also see she can reject 
the thing she loves — wlven she doubts its 
worthiness!” 

“ Cornelia, could, never love, what she 
thought unworthy;’,’, replied Louis, 
«therefore, mj friend, repose in that 
faith, till we meet again!” , 
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CHAP. XXIV. 

Ferdinand had just left with his sister,' 
u few hasty lines which had preceded 
L6ui8 from Morewick, when the writer 
himself entered, like Maia*s son breath¬ 
ing hope itod happiness, into ^the room 
where thei Marchioness was prepanng 
breakfast. 

Whatever your secret may fte,*iris a 
pleasant one !” cried she, “ your coun¬ 
tenance is a brilliant herald.” 

That of Marcella|s (as she was dismis¬ 
sing her maids from the adjoining apart¬ 
ment where‘she bed just finished dres¬ 
sing) was blanched, pale,as the tremb¬ 
ling hand which closed upon the unread 
letter. 

“ Oh,” sighed shej te herself; ” would 
to God, that I had never left Spain-r or 
never,seen this land!” 

VOL. IV. u 
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What were Louis’s answers to her mo¬ 
ther, or her brother (who both spoke at 
once)#he did not hear. The pulses of 
her head, beat almost audibly, and 
seemed to exclude all otli^r gbunds from 
reaching her ears. She was separated 
from the room by a slight door only, 
which, standing ajar, .discovered Jiis 
figure to her as it animatedly moved to 
and fro, as with similar enemy, but in 
a lewerecl voice, he impart^ his secret 
tq her mother and brotheV. 

Serdkiand came in; and finding her 
thrown back into her chaii-, he gently 
touched her arm ; and entreating her to 
dlow him to lead her into the breakfast 
room; added, if.sh^ ‘still felt too fatigued 
to be anxious to purspe her^journey; he 
was sure she would think otherwise, pre¬ 
sently; for de Montemar was come back, 
and had mucK to‘teli her) 

“ He has told .jnu, and my mother ;” 
said she, f‘and that is enough. I shall 
soon have no interests in this world! but 
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the last, was only murmured to herself. 
However she rose; and leaning on her 
brother, walked steadily and s^enely 
into the next room. 

Louis stood, opposite to the door at 
which she entered. 

“ Were I a Catholic, sweet saint! ” said 
he,, inwardly ; ‘‘ how woidd I worship 
thee! ” and his head bent%ith the sen¬ 
timent, upon his breast. 

She boweu calmly to him.' 

“ My child,”* said the Marchioness, 
“ we are to pass this day at Mor^v^cji j 
where you will meet Mr. Athelstone, 
and Miss Coningsby.” 

“ And am *1 to witness their nuptials ?” 
cried Marcella to hfersclf; “ but even 
that I will esjdure!^” And forcing a 
smile, which gleamed like a moon-beam 
on a flowery grave, she answered,—“ Just 
where you please, madjfm.”* And took 
her seatt 

The Marchioness turned frojn !her to 
Louis j and observing the deep and pene- 
u 2 
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trating tenderness with whicJi he regarded 
her; she drew near her son, and while 
a teas, started in her eye, whispered 
him. “ Surely your father may consider 
of his daughter’s happiness too long; and 
withhold the dove of promise, till there 
be no resting place for its foot.” 

Ferdinand saw his mother was affected; 
and; making an excuse to attend her, to 
consult with Don Garcia respecting their 
proceeding, he took her frorf the room. 

. Marcella was now left alone with Louis. 
Sb^-aat like a cold statue. His joyous 
heart was overclouded at once ; and with 
a slow step he approached her. Her 
eyes were cast down, and*^ fixed on her 
clasped hands, in which she still held the 
letter. At that moment* all his love, 
and all the agonies of her displeasure, 
were apparent in his coupteuance. She 
looked up and'received its full import 
direct upon'her heart. The confflision in 
he^'’s, the'gasp with which she recalled her 
eyes, and covered them with he^ hand. 
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proclaimed her whole secret to Louis; 
and wrested from him all his own ; but 
not a word could find utterance on either 
side. He was at her feet oii his knees, 
and with tte liem of her garment pressed 
to his lips. 

But how different was the sentiment 
which then rendered him speechless, from 
the tumultuous emotion which arrested 
him in the^ame position before Countess 
Altheim! |rhere his spirit was* divided 
affainst itself. His reason doubted the 

O • 

admiration of his senses ; and a»racl«ng 
indecision checked his wishes and his 
lips. Here his whole soul consented to 
the perfect love, with which the virtues of* 
Marcella had possc§sed his heart. The 
passion that* she inspired was like her¬ 
self; a sacred flame, and lit for imipor- 
tality: .and Louis avowed its imperish¬ 
able nature to himself* eyen while he 
struggled for words,' to.foreWear it at the 
feet of the future nun for eveK 

Marcella’s faculties, so lately possessed 
u 3 
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with the idea of his devotion to Cornelia, 
were all amazement. Surprised out of 
herself, by the look she had momentarily 
seen; and immediately feeling him at her 
feet; she became so overwhelmed by her 
own consciousness, and his irrepressible 
emotions, that she shook, almost to the 
parting of soul and body,, 

“Pardon me, lady Marcella!” cried 
he, “ pardon my first. and my last dis¬ 
closure 0 ^ a sentiment, whieWas it has no 
hope, I trust, has no sacrilege!- But 
to W.'e dl that is pure and noble in idea; 
and not to love its living image was im¬ 
possible to me. You confirmed me in 
' the virtue I might have deserted! You 
consoled me when ,tlie world had aban¬ 
doned me! You have even‘now, exerted 
yourself beyond your strength, in com¬ 
passion to a desperate ha^te for which I 
durst not assign “a cause. . This last good¬ 
ness leaves me no longer master of rtiyself. 
It has precipitated me to the avowal ol' 
a sentiment, which in my breast,^ shall 
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never know a second object. The hour 
that consigns you to a cloister, seals my 
heart for ever.” 

This was spoken with agitated rapidity; 
but no ai5^pw§r was returned. Marcella 
felt her own tenderness for him was no 
longer a secret to him : — She had be¬ 
trayed it herself! and her horror at this 
conviction, overwhelmed all other con- 
siderationsj Slip attempted to rise, he 
did not veijture to withold hei^ 

Have I dlfended you. Lady Mar¬ 
cella,” cried he, “ past all par;Jqp ^’ 

She had arrived at the door of the in¬ 
ner room, when he repeated the demand, 
with an adguish of expression she coulcfr 
not mistake. Turning round, she faul- 
teringly replied.—; 

“ I have offended, past all hope of 
my OW 71 pardon! ” 

Louis was springing forward. She saw 
the mdveraent, thdugji with still down¬ 
cast eyes; and putting out. her hand, 
u 4 
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with an air of vestal reserve, decisively, 
but gently pronounced,— 

No more.” And disappeared into 
the room. 

The emotions in his brciist yvere inex¬ 
plicable to himself. He ^v•as awe-struck, 
by her manner. His sentence of perpe¬ 
tual silence was in those yvords! — And 
yet the flood of happiness which burst 
over his whole liearf, at the conviction 
her flrst tnbments of confusiori inspired, 

would not be driven back.* 

* 

standing in this agitated state, 
when the Marchioness entered, followed 
by Ferdinand and Don Garcia. On per- 
Veiving that Marcella was hot in the 
room, she expressed ‘some alarm at her 
disappearance; and aeporapanied by the 
physician, hastened to seek her in the 
adjoining apartment. 

Ferdinand ^lancbd‘in the kindling face 
of his friend, 4nd Qonjectured better* than 
his mother.. He drew near him. 
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” De Montemar,” said he, in a lowered 
voice, “ shall 1 guess your meditations ?’* 

“ No, Ferdinand, I would not extend 
my offence; and yet you have read me 
ill, if I have# been able to hide it from 
you!” 

“ And who have you offended, my 
brother?” asked Ferdinand, drawing close 
to him, and in a tone so peculiar, that 
Louis’s bounding heart beat against the 
side of his j^riend as he rapidly answered, 

“ Say not tRat word again, or you will 
undo me!” 

“ De Montemar,” returned Ferdinand, 
“ hope, as 1 have done, against possi¬ 
bilities !” 

Louis’s eyes demanded what he meant. 

Ferdinand continued; “ I dare not 
say more: my father’s return will.tell 
you the rest !’^’ 

« Your brother ?* rfepea'ted Louis. 

“ Mj’ brother!” answered Ferdinand, 
and strained him to his breast. 

Louis was now in air, in the dawning 
u 5 
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light of paradise ; nor were the inter¬ 
changes produced by suspense, more than 
passing shadows, to the luminous hope 
that shone ijipon his soul. 

He and Ferdinand too\ h 9 'rse for the 
short ride to Morewick; and during 
their drive the Marchioness communi¬ 
cated to her daughter, alHhat Louis hiad 
confided to her, respecting the cause of 
his late eagerness to return thither. As 
MaccelH ‘listened to the hi^ory of his 
friendship for Duke WhaHon j its trials, 
its ^i|ierings; and now its triumph, in 
the reformation of his friend from all 
his errors, and final restoration as 
• from the grave; her tears bOre too true 

a witness to the .intefest with which she 

« 

hearkened to every ^circumstance that 
related to him. She hardly allowed herself 
to breathe, during that part of the narra¬ 
tive where her mother particularly enlarg¬ 
ed on Cornelia’s qares of the Duke«j and 
repeated the observation of Louis, that 
such cares seemed his friend’s best sa- 


1 
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native; for that he believed, if any two 
persons were fitted by. Providence for each 
other, it was the nobly eccentric mind of 
Wharton, to the celestial harmony of his 
cousin’s. = 

“ She is my ruling planet, that I have 
found at last,” said the Duke to his 
friend, “ and her attraction will keep me 
in its orbit.” 

Marcella was too confounded by the 
last scene* between* her and* Louis, to 
confess a word of what had passed j she 
had been .even more ashamed to Cbm- 
municate her apprehensions to her anx¬ 
ious parent, concerning this boasted cou¬ 
sin of the Marquis de Montemar. There, 
fore she now looked down, believing the 
fulness of licr secrdt yet unknown to all 
but to its object,* and gladly would she 
have died, rather than be conscious to 
the degr adatibn of that Jiiour. 

Sl^^ knew that her fathef had obtained 
from the Pope, a dispensation from his 
vow, relative to immuring her in con- 

V 6 
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vent; and she did not doubt that Louis 
had been told the same in their first 
meeting at Harwich. 

Though she had pined in thought, 
from the hour of her losing sight of him; 
and felt how hard it was to*do,' what she 
most inconsistently wished to accomplish, 
to make monastic vows, when her heart 
lingered after an earthly image! — yet, 
though the canker preyed inwardly, she 
knew nofe tlie extent of her lo/e, till she 
found its fangs of jealousy ,iwl/in she first 
heald him speak of Cornelia being at 
Morewick, and that he must hasten to re¬ 
join her. His conduct during their last 
day’s journey to Alnwick, filled her with 
all the tortures of pascion ; for not until 
then, had she knownr by the reverse and 
the disappointment, tKe incipient hope 
which had lurked at the bottom of her 
heart, — that she yi^ag, not indifferent to 
him! 

Louis in the last' interview at the inn 
in Alnwick', had avow«d something of 
10 
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this sentiment, but the circumstances 
overwhelmed her; and wishing to forget 
the whole for ever, she did not even make 
a remark to her mother on what she im¬ 
parted. 

Louis anA Ferdinand having preceded 
the carriage half an hour, they stood 
with Mr. Athelstone under the porch of 
the hall, to receive the travellers. 

Marcella’s eye instantly fell on the 
silver-heMed Pastor of Lindisiarne. He 
seemed t* stand, like the benignant saint 
of Patmos, venerable in years, anti re¬ 
verend in the spirit of holiness. He 
saluted the cheek of the animated Mar¬ 
chioness 9 but when he put out his ha»d 
to support the advancing steps of Mar¬ 
cella, her, knees obeyed the impulse of 
her heart, and slie bent before him, kis¬ 
sing his sacred hand. 

“ Bless you! bles^ you, my child!” 
said ‘he, laying his othei hand upon her 
head. Louis’s rehdy heart could not 
bear the sight of such a recognition, with- 
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out a sensibility he feared to shew; 
and he vanislied into tlie recesses of the 
hall. The Pastor raised her in his arms, 
and bearing her gently into a room, put 
her into those of Cornelia, who had just 
embraced the Marchioness. 

Cornelia dared hardly venture to clasp 
the beautiful phantom to lier bosom ; but 
tenderly supported her tremulous frame 
to a sofa, wliere she gently seated her ; 
and, pressing her soft hand in hbr’s, gaz¬ 
ed at her througli her crowdiig tears. 
Was 'this fragile being, just hanging like 
a brol^n lilly, between the next breeze 
and the cold earth ; was it she who had 
stood the fearful thunders of Ceuta ? who 
had raised her head amidst the storm of 
war, to staunch the bleeding ymunds of 
Louis de Montemar ? to cherish his life 
at the‘expence of*her own ? 

“ It was!” cried, the .full hfiart of Cor¬ 
nelia to herself and, in inarticulate, hut 
ardent, language, she uttered her welcome. 

The‘ kindness of her voice drew the 
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last sting of jealousy from the bosom of 
Marcella. She looked up, and thanked 
her with her eyes. There was something 
which passed from them, so powerful to 
the heait of Cornelia, that she gave way 
to the impulse of the impression; and, 
clasping the interesting Spaniard to her 
bosom, imprinted on her cheek a sister’s 
kiss. That glance of Cornelia’s noble 
countenance had struck Marcella with 
its genei'al resemt)lance to‘that of her 
cousin 5 And* she seemed to feel a pledge 
of something more than tlie .welcome of 
a stranger, in this repeated ei^race of 
Louis’s most beloved relative. 

The Marchioness was soon at hogie 
with the benign* Pastor of Lindisfiirne j 
and both she and Ferdinand were inquir¬ 
ing of him various particulars respecting 

their suit with Alice apd Mrs. Cdnings- 

« 

by, when Louis entejed the room, after 
ha\dng introduced Don! Garcia to the 
]3uke. ’ 

Cornelia stretched out her hand’to him. 
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“ Louis,” said she, “ you must make 
an interest for me, in the heart of Lady 
Marcella before she sees Alice, whom she 
will doubly love, for her own sake, and 
for Don Ferdinand’s.” 

“ Miss Coningsby,” replied Marcella, 
“ needs no interest but her own.” 

Louis approached with happy trepida¬ 
tion. What he said was as little to the 

t 

purpose, as it was unheard by Marcella; 
and w.ould iiave been marvelled at by 
Cornelia, had she not lately'fbiftid a key 
in he^own* bosom, to explain language 
that had no visible meaning, and certain 
inconsistencies in demeanour, which be- 
treyed all they meant to conceaK 
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CHAP. XXV. 

A sojourn of several days, in which other* 
feelings besides those of personal weak¬ 
ness, influenced Lady Marcella to keep 
her apartment,, sufficiently restored the 
whole party, to enable theffi *to i;ecom- 
mence thiir 'journey northward without 
fear of fatigue. 

The skill of the Spanish physician, 
(who united surgery with his medical 
science,) ’was so successful with Duke 
Wharton, that he, ^ top, was pronounced 
capable of partalyng the removal. A litter 
conveyed him to a hired yacht, which lay 
at the mouth of the Coquet. This mode 
of travel was chosbn*aB the easiest for an 
invalid in his case •, ^nd Louis, with Don 
Garcia and Lorenzo, were hjs attendants. 
The wind was fair for Lindisfaine ; and 
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the smooth sea, sparkled under a bright 
noon-day sun, when the little party em¬ 
barked. 

Mr. Athelstone and Ferdinand accom¬ 
panied the ladies by land. They had set 
off early in the morning, to travel by easy 
stages, so as to reach the island before 
night. 

Though no words of mutual confidence 
on the subjects nearest to the hearts of 
Cornelia arid Marcella, had passed the 
lips of either, yet each reihd The secret 
thou^ts pf the other, and soothed, or 
cheered, with^ a reciprocal delicacy, as 
amiable as it was salutary. The little 
taper in the bosom of each, \Vbich each 
covered with the care df a vestal, to con- 
ceal, but not to extinguish, gave to its 
owner the power of discerning the locked 
mysteries of her‘friend. 

Cor nelia had "been bfenumbed with hor¬ 
ror, when she* first, discovered thkb the 
noble invalid she had cherished as some 
illustrious foreigner, worthy to be. loved by 
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her virtuous cousin, — was the Duke of 
Wharton ! — Illustrious, indeed, in birth, 
and station, and talents ; noble in figure, 
and beloved by her cousip! — But the 
man, of ^11 qthers in the world, whom she 
had most abhorred for the abuse of those 
faculties, which had been so richly be¬ 
stowed, and shamefully abandoned to 
the worst of purposes. She stood^aghast 
at herself when shp found, that she now 
not only knew him to be that feprobated 
Wharton,* bul that when he should close 
his eyes in death, (which was*tl^n.^iour- 
ly expected), the world would then be a 
desert to her. 

It was in the moment when Mr. AthS- 
stone flashed it at^onpe upon her mind, 
who was her gugst, that as soon as the 
venerable man had left her to herself, she 
exclaimed in the agony of such a recog- 
nitidn, — 

‘•Oh, Wharton ! wjiatthe Prophet said 
of the Prince of Tyre, may .too surely be 
said of thee ; Thou didst seal up the sum ! 
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Full of wisdom, and perfect in beauty! 
Thou wast prosperous in thy ways, from 
the day thou wast created, until iniquity 
wasjbund in tl^Lee. And, now, they draw 
the sword against the beauty of thy wis¬ 
dom. They defile thy brightness, and bring 
down thy glory to the ashes of the grave /” 
And who dare lament .over such a 
grave There is no sympathy for her 
who deplores a dishonoured name. There 
is no.pit/fbr her who weeps that the 
traitor is no more. She thusi glide by 
stealtjj fo,that lonely tomb. Her tears 
must fall in solitude on the trackless path; 
and, when lying on the neglected sod, there 
she may cry to Him alone, whbse eye is 
over all, to pity and.to pardon erring man! 
“ And so, Wharton!” exclaimed she, 
I will lament and pray for thee!” 

But, when her uncle informed her that 
this once ofFending»a'nd‘deprecated Whar¬ 
ton, regretted, 'witU religious contridon, 
the transgressions of his youth, the se¬ 
verest pangs in her bosom were laid to 
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rest; and she resumed what she believed 
her last duties about the dying patient, 
with a chastised tenderness, as soothing 
as it was pure from any earthly sentiment. 

Whei^ h^r cares, and the will of Pro¬ 
vidence, recalled him from the brink of 
the grave to all the cheering promises of 
a speedy recovery; then she remember¬ 
ed what he had been, and armed herself 
against the exten\al graces of his person, 
by recollecting the snares th^ had been 
to his viAue*s. The enchantments of his 
conversation, and the subduifig^nf^ence 
of his mute gratitude, his eloquent looks, 
and often implied love, she shut from her 
heart, by recalling the various reportecHn- 
stances of his former, delusions over man 
and woman. Cornelia believed that she 
had disgracefully deserted the best princi¬ 
ple qf her sex, in having admitted any sen¬ 
timent more thail compassion, for a stran¬ 
ger under the circupistances in which she 
found the Duke; and, wljen known, to 
csontinue to prefer him who had once been 
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the world’s idolater; she deemed so un¬ 
worthy of herselfi of all her declared opi¬ 
nions, that, stern in her self-controul, she 
turned from all his ardours with a cold¬ 
ness not to be subdued, and a resolution 
not to be shaken. In the dignity of un¬ 
sullied virtue, Cornelia often strengthen¬ 
ed herself by inwardly repeating, “ Whar- 
ton, thy former sins must be thy tempo¬ 
rary punishment; and^my present weak¬ 
ness, the laisftng scourge of mine!” 

Marcella’s meditations wei*e less pain¬ 
ful than jGptnelia’s; for the object of her 
thoughts was spotless as her own purity. 
There was no torture in her retrospec- 
ticfifis, excepting the memory of her last 
interview with Louis in 'the inn ; but, as 
she now intended to obliterate its impres¬ 
sions on him, by an unchanging distance 
in her manner j she flattered herself that 

he would doubt the evidence of her for- 
« 

mer confusion; and fhat, hereafter, they 
might resume fhe character to each other, 
of mere mutual benevolence. 
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She believed this, and she was tranquil; 
but she deceived herself on the grounds 
of this serenity. Hope was the spirit of 
peace, which had taken its hidden station 
in her Itprt 5 and health dawned, and 
spread upon her cheek, as the inward 
principle slowly, but surely gained 
power. 

The reception of the party at Lindis- 
farne, was that of the re-union of dear 
and long acquainted friends! • Mr^. Co- 
ningsby a<id "the Marchioness, met with 
the fx'ank cordiality of person^ ^vl^. al¬ 
ready held that connection, which the 
marriage of their children would confirm. 
Alice wa9 bathed in tears, when her 

future second motlier folded her to her 

* • 

breast, anti, put her hand into the raptu¬ 
rous grasp of Ferdinand. Marcella was 

* • 

greeted with equal kindness; and Mrs. 
Coningsby lierselfir tirtiw’the old abbot’s 
ebony leouch into the circlej for the accom¬ 
modation ‘of her gentle guest.^ Peter, the 
gre^ headed butler, placed its cushions 
with* assiduous care ; and as she thanked 
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him in the English language, but in the 
Spanish custom stretched out her hand 
to him; he kissed it respectfully, and 
prayed God to bless her! 

Tea was soon prepared in that room, 
where Ferdinand had first beheld the 
lovely sisters; and compared their unso¬ 
phisticated beauties, with those of more 
worldly charms. He was then a despair¬ 
ing wretch ; he was^ow a happy lover I 
The Sv^me'nSoon seemed shedcUng her sil¬ 
ver light through the feather)* shrubs at 
the ^in^pw. The evening was chill, 
with all its brightness; and a fire blazed 
as before, under the Gothic mantle piece. 
The cat and^the dog were also there j and 
the venerable Pastor ^mpleted the pic¬ 
ture of delighted memory; -»• He sat by 
the side of the glowing hearth, smiling in 
conscious piety }, as with one hand lean¬ 
ing on the coilch, of * Marcella, he ad¬ 
dressed her wJth all the tenderness, of a 
« 

parent. The Marchioness conx'ersed ani¬ 
matedly with Mrs. Coningsby. His own 
Alice, was at that moment dispensing* the 
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fragrant tea, in the very china from which 
he had drank it three years ago! Cor¬ 
nelia was by her side ; enjoying with a 
fond sister’s delight, the perfect happi¬ 
ness of this evening’s re-union. 

When the tea equipage was withdrawn, 
and they all drew into little groups, the 
artless Alice exclaimed! “ oh, how I wish 
Louis were here ! ” 

“ I wish so too,”^ rejoined Ferdinand, 
in the san>e affectionate tone f &nd glan¬ 
cing at his'%isttjr, who had heard the ten¬ 
der apostrophe, though spoken a'Jialf 
w'hisper; and her kindling cheek bore 
witness that she shared the sentiment. 

Cornelia* sighed; for she thought* 
“ who is there, that_ would wish for 
Wharton ? ” 

She was near Marcella: and Marcella 

• • 

understanding whose image was in that 
invisible sign, almost unconsciously pres¬ 
sed the* hand of her friend, and softly 
whispered, “ and the Duke tpo!” Gor- 
neliq’s blush was now more vivid than 

VOL. IV. 


X 
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Marcella’s; and it was accompanied b)' 
a glow of gratitude to her, which shed a 
distant gleam on him, she before shrunk 
at remembering. His idea then was 
not so obscured to the eye of virtue, but 
that Marcella, the all pure and saintly 
Marcella, could think of him*at that mo¬ 
ment, with the approbation of a wish! ^ 

Tije embrace with which the two 
friends parted at night, told much of this 
without th'e agency of words. 

That night, when all el^fe ih the family 
weje gQtSe to rest, Mr. Athelstone im¬ 
parted to Mrs. Coningsby, the whole 
history of Wharton; from the com- 
•hiencement of his friendship'with Louis, 
to the time of his being found by him, 
wounded and dying ,in the herdsman’s 
hut. 

« • 

When she kstened to the explanation 
of his most suspicious, and even hostile 
proceedings 'against her nephew > when 
she was tqld the dangers he Bad exposed 
himself to, to shield that nephew; and 
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considered his generous forbearance with 
regard to the Duke his father; when she 
comprehended all his late exertions for 
the reputation of the one, and the rights 
of the other: — she was in an ecstacy of 
amazement; and with ail the usual ardour, 
of her nature exclaimed, 

“ How is such a man to be sufficiently 
admired! How can he ever be r^aid 
for such unexampled ^friendship ?” 

“ I believe it will be in ycfat poorer, 
“ replied thfc Pastor, gently smiling.” 

“ In mine, Mr. Athelstone ?”* 

“ Yes, give him Cornelia! and I am 
mistaken, if he would accept the future 
Empress of Germany in exchange.” 

A full explanation immediately ensued. 
And, after li^ving^mutually agreed, not 
to notice the latter discovery to Corpeha, 
until the Duke should a,tow his send- 
ments to her guardians 5 .Mi-. Athelstone, 
and the'happy mother parted; he, to his 
midnight ofisons; and she, not neglect- 
X 2 
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fill of the same, but also to plan every 
comfortable accommodation for the re¬ 
ception of him, whom she now hoped, 
would be her second son-in-law. 



( 461 ) 


CHAP. XXV. 

The next day rose in storms. The sky 
•wps covered with clouds, flying before 
the wind in infinite volumes of rolling 
blackness. The sea raged against the 
beetling rocks of Lindisfarne,* as ,if it 
menaced tihe 'existence of the island; 
and the fishers, who had prepared their 
little barks all along the beech, for em¬ 
barkation at the dawn, were seen on every 
side, drawing them ashore, to prevent 
the mischief which*threatened such small 
craft, from Uie beating of the waves. 

Some, that had been more adventur¬ 
ous, and set forth during the night,* not¬ 
withstanding’ the vrarning* elements, met 
the fate their more ^pruSent comrades 
averted; ’and Peter came in, to take 
away the almost untasted breakfast, with 
X 3 
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the melancholy tidings, that the wreck 
of’ several boats had been dashed on 
shore. 

Mr. Athelstone anticipated a sad sum- 
mons from many a bereft family in his 
flock j and his own anxious fears for the 
yacht that carried his beloved nephew, 
unfolding to him what were the appre¬ 
hensions in every breast around him, 
he gently reproved the old man, for 
bringing ki the reports of the hour, to 
wound the tender spirits of invalids; and 
glavicin^. at Marcella, who had turned 
her death-like face away, he piously eja¬ 
culated : 

“ But, the Lord makes dtirkness his 
secret place! His pavilion round about 
him is dark wateri and thick clouds 
cover him. But at the brightness of his 
presence, the (jlouds shall be removed, 
and he shall tafke.them who ti’ust in him, 
out of many vlaters !■ ’ 

Cornelia rose from her seat,' and with¬ 
drew.' And when the ncrcase of ,thc 
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storm became too intolerable lor Mar¬ 
cella to endure with any apparent tran¬ 
quillity, she too, led the Abbot’s chair, 
and putting her unsteady hand upon the 
arm of her mother, hardly sustained her¬ 
self out of the room. 

The sky was red on the horizon, as ,if 
dyed in^ blood, and the lurid clouds, 
tumbling over each other, like an up¬ 
ward sea of molten fire, roared m the 
• 

blast, amid the thundering of the waves 
below, wMch'dashed their boiling surges 
in mountainous and foaming lieaps, 
against the stupendous cliffs ol*the* op¬ 
posite shore. 

Mr. Athelstone and Ferdinand weje 
both on different parts of the rock, each 
with his tejesco^e ‘in his hand, looking 
afar for the only object which now pos¬ 
sessed their thought, ^ut a furiofls tor¬ 
nado of slee’t and <rain* accompanied with 
thunder and lightning, add a darkness at 
noon-day, black as midnight, shrouded 
th^m at once; and the re-doublirtg tem- 
X 4 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 

pest which burst forth above and beneath, 
seemed to shake the old rocks of Lindis- 
farne to their foundations. 

At the tearful concussion, which ap¬ 
peared to the inhabitants of the Pastor- 
age, like the awfid summons on the 
judgment-day, Marcella threw herself 
on the bosom of her mother, and mur¬ 
mured, “ Louis!” till her swooning voice 
was heard no more. 

Cornelia* was alone, and feH from her 
ktiees, prostrate on the fldor.‘’ She was 
fou^i in that position, and insensible as 
her friend, when Alice ran into the room 
in the agony of her fears j and her screams 
brought their terrified mothef into the 
same apartment. 

Mr. Athelstone’s look-ont of utter hope¬ 
lessness, was succeeded by the now doubly 
afflictmg duty of xisiting and consoling 
the widows anti the cft^phans, which the 
present horrors* had rendered dep^wient 
on bis spiritual comfort. More' than one 
drownbd body was carried before hwn, 
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into the sorrowing cottage whicli had 
once been its home; and, after he had 
soothed the wretched inhabitants with 
“ the hope which is to comehe took 
his way to the Parsonage, tq prepare his 
own family for the dreadful catastrophe 
to its happiness, which, he did not doubt 
that night, or the next morning, would 
unfold. 

Ferdinand would not relinquish his 
more cheering expectations, till despair 
should apjfear before him, in\Ke lifeless 
bodies of Ifis friends. 

Noon, and evening, and ajfjypae^ing 
night, were only marked, to the lately 
so happy Pastorage, now the house of 
mourning,*by the fits of the storm. Maf- 
cclla lay weeping in hjsr mother’s arms, 
no longer disguisyig the condition of her 
heart. And the .Marchioness, in more 
audible anguish, wTung»her hands over 
her, frtiquently exclaitmng—- 

“ most unhoiy.Islaftd! Would to 
(jod we had never seen its rpcks! Mar- 
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cella, my child, my child! Still live for 
your fond mother.” 

Cornelia lay buried in the coverlid of 
her bed, in that terrible stillness, which 
alike disdained further concealment of 
her grief, and rejected the comfort that 
could not reach her heart. Mrs. Co¬ 


ning-!)y knelt by her bed-side, and Alice, 
ran weeping from room to room, offering 
her insufficient consolations to all. 

Mr. Athelstone knew that this terrific 
hour of «uspence, was not the time to 
do more than repeat his fiVst Injunctions 
to ^pe ^even while they feared; and to 
trust in the preserving power, or the sup¬ 
port of Him, who alike commanded the 
great deep, and the firm land.* 

None in the island 'slept that tremen¬ 
dous night; but tbos^ whoce eyes the 
surge had closed, never to wake again 
till time should be no more. Mr. ^thel- 
stone remained Ulone ifi his study, compos¬ 
ing himself fo<r the task he dreadhd the 
morning would call upon him to fulfil j or 
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walking to and fro, struggling with the 
human affections in his breast which 
unmanned all his resignation, when he 
pictured the weltering waves which were 
then washing the lifeless .body of his 
beloved I^ouis. 

“ Oh, my child!” cried he, “ was it 
for this, that all those endowments were 
bestowed? — That all these trials have 
been sustained !*' 

But he checked, the rebellious grief 
tliat chanifelled his venerable cKeeks with 
tears; and, Bowing before Him, whose 
gracious flrovidence he prehejjied* he 
exclaimed, — “ Not my will, but thine 
be done! For I asked of thee life for 
him, and honour; but thou hast givrti 
liim immortality, ’ and gioty* ®ven for 
ever!” 

Whilst he was.in the depths df these 
devotions, the violence the storm gra¬ 
dually subsided, and* •a. stillness, horrid 
to meditation, succeeded. * It was a pause 
in nature^ that seemed to .declare the 

X 6 
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work of destruction was accomplished, 
and the destroying agents might repose. 

The dawn slowly broke, and found 
the pious man with his Bible before him. 
A suppressed bustle, sounded from the 
hall. He started from his <seat, and en¬ 
tering the intervening room, met Fer¬ 
dinand with his cloaths and hair drip¬ 
ping, having neither hat nor cloak ; but 
joy was in his countenance, and seizing 
Mr. Athelstone’s hand, 

“ They are safe !” cried he, “ My 
father, and Sir Anthony, bring the good 
tidiijgs , The yatch is safe 

The Pastor bent his silvered head for 
a moment on the shoulder of Ferdinand, 
and the holy man’s sacred response as¬ 
cended to heaven., When he looked up, 
the Marquis Santa Crvz, afid Sir An¬ 
thony were in the room; and they re¬ 
plied to his grateful question?, by inform¬ 
ing him in detail,* 6f what the ftdiowing 
is a brief account. 

The Marqjiis and the Baronet met at 
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the young King’s levee. They mutually 
recognised each other, and when their 
respective businesses in London were 
finished, they agreed to return together 
to Lindisfarne. The tempest which pro¬ 
duced such calamitous eflects at sea, ex¬ 
tended itself far on the land ; and the tra¬ 
vellers encountering its worst fury in the 
road near ]3amborough, the Baronet 
deemed it prudent to proceed, to the 
castle, and remain there till the state of 
the weather would allow a f)oat to cross 
without nsque. 

During'the night, and in Ik* greatest 
press of the storm, he heard a gun of 
distress. A beacon always burnt on 
what was called the beltale-tower of the 
castle} but on the* present intimation 
of some slifip in ^danger, he ordered other 
lights to be lit.on a promontory, which 
shot iarthei; into the 51 ea. His life boat 
also wasdispatchecl fo*th§ assistance of the 
vessel. It came up.with* her in the crisis 
of her fate j “ and the result waf?,” cried 
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Sir Anthony, “ she was hauled safely 
into the Castle-creek.” 

“ And her freight,” rejoined the Mar¬ 
quis, w'ith a smile and a humid eye, “ was 
Sir Anthony’? old friend and our dear 
de Montemarl” 

“ Oh, Providence!” piously exclaimed 
the Pastor, ‘‘ how measureless ought to 
be our gratitude unto thee!” 

“ It shall be registered on those very 
rocks where he might have been wrecked! ” 
returned £he Baronet. “ Whten Louis 
blessed the well known lights' of Bam- 
borough,, pdiich had rescued him and his 
friend from a watery grave, the proper 
act of gratitude struck at once upon my 
milid. He is to be my heir, and I told 
him that my ghost should haunt him day 
and night, if he did rjot make those 

towers ibr ever after a. beacon for the 

* « 

manner, and his enylum from the waves! 
And they shall be* So t** added the Ba¬ 
ronet, solemnly •striking his hand uik)n 
his breast. 
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The news was soon spread throughout 
tlie liouse. And when Mr. Athelstone 
returned from imparting it to the two 
diambers of the deepest anxiety, it was 
with the grateful tears of, both Cornelia 
and Marcella, yet wet upon his venerable 
cheeks, that he re-entered the room. 

Me found that Ferdinand, who was 
now gopc to throw off his wet garments, 
had never been within the whole night, 
but had passed it in traversing the island 
from rock to rock, vainly listening, to the 
roaring dcean; and gazing through the 
darkness for what he feared; ^j^es^jould 
never see again. He was the first object 
the crossing boat of Sir Anthony saw 
on the western cliffs of Lindisfarne. l^r- 
dinand had descried ^he little vessel at a 
distance; and hastening down to see what 
it contained, h^ recognised his father, 
and soon after was told* the joyful tidings 
which brought them* so early across the 
strait 

The perils which the yj^cht had wea- 
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thereil, were not to be decribed; and the 
Duke was so exhausted in consequence, 
Don Garcia would not allow him to at¬ 
tempt the island until he had obtained 
some repose. . 

“ rfliith,” continued the IJaranet, with 
a thoughtless laugh j “ I believe I gave 
my worthy friend but a thorny pillow for 
his opiad, by telling him my reception 
from tlje young King! Indeed he is so 
gracious to all ranks» the friends of a 
certain Prince may consider it Ihe worst 
thing that ever happened to their cause, 
wheni thfir prayers were answered by 
the demise of George the First! George 
the Second understands that Jlnglishmen 
ardborn free and will remain so; and while 
he, and such as he,, hold the British 
sceptre, 1 shall alw'ays dbe o!ie to say. 
Long hve the House of Brunswick!” 

“ Amen!” exclaimed the Pastor. 

^ Hi 

“ I do not rjisshftt from your senti¬ 
ment!*’ rejoineef the Marquis “andif^hat- 
ever ragiy be my impressions in favour of 
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his royal competitor; I must admit that 
while the house of Brunswick is repre¬ 
sented by such a character as the present 
Prince who fills the throne, James Stuart 
can have,no hope. To attempt the sub¬ 
version of a power, founded on the vir¬ 
tues of the possessor, would be to out¬ 
rage heaven, and lead on to unavailing 
bloodshed. 6f this Louis has so tho¬ 
roughly convinced, Duke Wharton, that 
even he ’acknowledges, thtf littl^ pro¬ 
bability of afiy sword being drawn again 

in the contest, either in his Kfe tiftle, or 

• • 

in that of the present monarch.” 

This information was very grateful to 
Mr. Athelstone, as a friend to freedom 
and to the church, and also as the guar¬ 
dian of Csrneli^ Coningsby. To give 
her to a man, however estimable in him- 
self, jvho was actively/engaged against 
the royal proteetbr of die political and 
religious liberties qf his country, he 
hardly knew how to reconcile with his 
own loyalty and faith. But the present 
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judgment Duke Wharton had passed on 
his own f)arty, seemed to untie the knot, 
and the worthy Pastor was satisfied. 
With this difficulty hapj)ily settled in his 
mind, it was with a smiling ^coyntenance 
that in the course of the morning, he 
re-visited the chamber of her most in¬ 
terested in the subject. 

Cornelia was too much shaken by her 
late mental suffering, to be yet able to 
leave,her* room; but it was with a sen¬ 
sation of some heavenly bklm' distilling 
upon her heart, that she listened to all 
these things. That he she loved, was 
not only reconciled to his God, but had 
ceased to deserve the indictmetit of out¬ 
lawry, were precious convictions! though 
not wdth any relation to jier future union 
with him} that site declared impossible. 

Mr! Athelstorfe attended to all she 
professed, and Vith the benevolent spi¬ 
rit of Him wiio said : — “ KeithcS* do 1 
• 

condemn thee. — Go, and sin no more!” 
he combated all her agitated argumepts 
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against uniting her fate with the person, 
she confessed to be dearest to her in the 
world. 

“ My Uncle,” said she, “ am I not 
commanded, in some cases, to cut olf 
my right hand ? I would do it now.” 

“ In what cases ?” inquired the 
Pastor. 

“ In those' which might separate me 
from my duty towards my Creator.” 

“ But be careful to distinguish!” re- 
plied he, ** ask yourself what duty you 
will transgress, in becoming the wife of 
a man, whose errors have been*expuited 
by repentance; and whose reformation 
has been Tproved by his conduct towai;ds 
the memory of the Duke of Ripperda, 
and his zeaj for the* rights of his son. I 
loave'you my Cornelia, to ponder on these 
tilings. Be merciful to ^ourself, aitd just 
to wiiarton,* aud».hfla^'ei! will bless the 
sentence of your heart !”* 
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CHAP. XXVI. 

In the evening, when evep' breeze war 
calm, and “ the bright-haired sun was 
making a golden set; ” the Marquis 
Santa ,Cruk *sat alone with his “daughter, 
in her dressing room. Their donference 
had J)een jong and salutary to both their 
hearts, and even as it closed with a com¬ 
munication to convince Marcella she en¬ 
tirely occupied that of Louis de Montc- 
mar; Lorenzo entpreef to summon the 
Marquis below. 

Mr. Athelstone feared.to agitate her, by 
an abrupt enunciation o.f the arrival of 
his nephew, bid thfc appearance of Lo¬ 
renzo, who had been the companioh of 
his perilous vpyage, was enough ; and in 
speechless gratitude, she pressed her, fa- 
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ther’s hand to her lips as he rose to obey 
the call. 

The Marchioness and Mrs. Coningsby, 
and all of the family, excepting Cornelia 
and Marcella, were in the'drawing-room 
with the* Marquis. The Duke stilLlay 
on the litter on which he had been broug|?t 
on shore; and he was looking around, 
wuth a rhelaneholy smile, on the rapturous 
greetings with which every body'met his 
friend. Jhey were the sacred transports 
of dear, (Jonnyestic kindred, where all was 
pure, and full of innoxious pl,easur.e>. 

“ I never had a family!” s^id Tie to 
himself, “ and yet I have seen, and felt 
transports! and may their memory pe¬ 
rish !” cried he, in the same inward voice, 
“ for nothing but sblfish passions were 
there.” 

Mrs. Coningsby approached th^ Duke, 
and welcomed h^m .with her accustomed 
heritable grace. Evei^'^ one had now 
something of the same import to say to 
himj all but Alice, and she’still cmitinued 
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to view from a distance this formidabk- 
Wliarton, whom she liad so often desig¬ 
nated under the alarming appellatives ol 
hideous, wicked, and detestable, Cor¬ 
nelia had, as irequently as herself, given 
him these abhorring ej)ithets ; and that 
Cornelia should now be as much infa¬ 
tuated with him, as had ever been their 
cousin Louis, Alice could'not consider 
as the least enormity of his art. 

The Marquis was at that time observ¬ 
ing on the happy circumstance of the 
yacht -standing for the mainland instead 
of th^e island. “ In the latter case, old 
Peter tells me, you must have been lost 
uppn the southern reef!” 

“ And it might have, been our fate,” 
rejoined Louis, “ iCWharton’i^ resolution 
had not mastered mine. On an obvious 
argument, I wanted to 'avoid the main¬ 
land, dreading the ^qxposed Condition in 
which he must Ifave gone on shore.***, 

“ Yes,” returned the Duke, “ that boy 
was always wikr in his own conceit, than 
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,ovon men tliat could give a reason! and 
,0 I even laid him under hatches, till we 
liailcd Queen Bebha’s flambeau!” 

“ How wicked is that gaiety !” whis¬ 
pered .Mice to Ferdinamf, “ when we 
have ail t)ecn .so miserable!” 

Whai ton hearil the whisper, and turn¬ 
ing his liead, met a smile from Ferdinand. 
The Duke bdwed to Alice, who blushed 
angrily, while he requested Mrs. Co- 
ningsby to present him to her yqpngest 
daughter* Mrs. Coningsby took her hand 
and drew her reluctant stops towards 
him. 

“ Sweet Lady,” said he, with a gentle 
seriousness passing over his face; “ }iou 
arc the sister of* my best benefactress! 
anil all of pay heart I* can spare from her 
virtues, I lay at the feet of yours.” 

There was a melody* and a charm in 
these tenderer tones,of his voice, the 
effect*of which astonished her j for feel¬ 
ing as if "she had heard the voice of truth 
itself, she lingered to hear him* speak 
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again; though slie only answered him 
by a silent courtscy. Ferdinand observed 
the sudden change, and re])eating his 
smile more archly to the Dnke, whis¬ 
pered : — 

“ I shall be jealous, if you breathe that 
vox ammiiis again — or, you must teach 
me your note,!” 

“ Apply to her sister!” 'replied ^Vha^- 
ton, turning his brighjtening countenance 
towards afpYoachihg steps in rfie adjoin¬ 
ing room. The careless hilarity of his 
features j.avushed at once, and gave place 
to an agitated sensibility, that sufficiently 
shewed, if his voice were the organ of 
tetiderness, the power itself dwelt in his 

heart. He half rose Ifom the sofa, to 

•* • 

which he had been repoved from the 
litter; and Louis with an emotioli not 
less apparent, started towards the open¬ 
ing door. 

Marcella wac led in by her mother, 
and she approached with a faultbring and 

If 

conscious step. , 
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Cornelia, who had taken her resolu¬ 
tion, (whatever Wharton might be, and 
however he might profess himselfj) to 
make that just sacrihce to public opinion 
and to her own consistency, which should 
demand of him to make a probation at 
least; — drew on her own strength, and 
entered the room alone, and in an op¬ 
posite direction. 

She was advancing with a modest dig^ 
nity, towards the happy group ; bat her 
step was Imsty, as lier eye instantl)' fell 
on her beloved cousin, and alU^he dan¬ 
gers he had just escaped, rushed at once 
uj)on her lieai t. iMarcclia entered at that 
moment, hnd looked confusedly roun?!. 
She also saw tlic *obje,ct dearest to her, 
but she duret not allow her eye to rest 
there. The san\e glance shewe4 her 
Cornelia, and being near»lier, unknowing 
what she did, she thrtw fierself into her 
arms* 

But the soul’s unutterable lAnguage was 
not.confiiied to the bosoms of those two 
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conscious friends. In the same moment, 
Cornelia’s hand was pressed to the lips 
of Wharton; and Marcella’s to those of 
Louis. They knew whose lips were there, 
and, for that moment, they did not recal 
the hands so transiently blest. 

The Marquis raised his daughter from 
the neck of her friend ; and, haying em¬ 
braced her himself, as she leaned on his 
bosom put her hand, again into that of 
Louis, and pressing them "together: 

There, my childi'en!” saifl hs-, “receive 
a fatbei^^s 'blessing, as you continue to 
love each other; and are worthy of this 
providence of God!” 

• Marcella fell on the breast of her lover, 
and Louis bore her in His enraptured arms 
into the next room, to the extended ones 
of her mother. 

Mr. Athelstone had not stood mutely 
by, during this biardeless eloquence of 
nature; but in tlje moment of the* Mar¬ 
quis’s separating his daughter 'from Cor¬ 
nelia, he clasped the hands of Whairton 
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and Cornelia’s in his;—and said, in a 
low and impressive voice : — « Though 
he has lain in ashes, yet he shall have 
wings like a dove! And, against what 
the Lord ^ hath purified, who shall dare 
make an exception!” 

Cornelia trembled every where, but iri 
her stedfast heart. She cowld not with¬ 
draw her hand, or speak ; and Wharton 
softly whispered: —j “ Oh, my Cornelia, 
what that sacred hand lias joinhd together, 
let not thiy vbice put asunder I” With 
the words, he gently glided a*yng*5:ora 
his own finger, upon hers; and firmly ad¬ 
ded— “ We have met to part no more 1” 

She sighed convulsively, and her head 
f ell upon the shoulde r of her Pastor-uncle. 
He had seervthe'iyng ; and pressing her to 
his breast, tenderly rejoined: “ Be to him, 
my Cornelia, as a lamp t» his paths! and, 
at the resurrection 6f tlie just, fie will be to 
you as'the sun at noqn-day; encreasing 
your glory, by the brightness 9 fjhis light I” 

Slie put the hand of her uncle, which 

• * 
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again clasped her’s and the Duke’s, to hei 
lips; and her tears were left on Whar¬ 
ton’s in the action. “ Oh, the bliss ol 
virtue! and of virtuous love !” exclaimed 
he, to himself as he dried ,thc>n ,,ith a 
fervent kiss. 

Those tears relieved her oppressed b. - 
som, opprcsscnl by the love she borehinv; 
oppressed by the boundless and precious 
disclosure of his ; and with her determi¬ 
nation to inflict a penalty on each. Slic 
raised her head from Mr. A*thelstone’s 

I , 

breast, ,'smd turning upon Wdiarton, with 
a look which betrayed all the tenderness 
of her soul while she declared her final 
sentiments, she gently, but steadily said : 

“ I do not return. you, your ring : — 
It shall go with me tOf-my grave. But, 
I wa,s weak; and you know it. 1 must 
redeem myself tt> you, and to the. world, 
by not giving yoif fhis hand, until a year’s 
trial at least. W^hen you are far from me, 
and tjie precepts of my uncle, your con¬ 
duct must prove to all, that his niece gives 



THE PASTOR’S FIRE-SIDE. 


herself to the virtuous, as well as charming 
Oijkc of Wharton!” She uttered the last 
‘pithet.witliM tearful smile ; but she would 
hear ol'no change in her resolutionj and 
IS it \vas»di:i*,ated by the truest principles 
.)i iiKc and honour, Wharton was at last 
prevailed on by her approving uncle, to 
ncquiesce. 

l'h’< scene passed without any other 
auditor than tlieiilselvcs; tor when Mr. 
Athelstoue hrsl perceived the gr5at agi- 
lation of*his niece, he had made^^ sign 
■ o her mother, to draw the post <»f the 
party into another apartment. 

Th( next day saw the Marquis and 
Marchioness Santa Cruz, with the elders 
of the Athelstone. fiunilv, meet in the 
Pastor’s iinrarvt to arrange every plan 
lor their children’s futu[e happiness. 

Meanwhile Louis sal^at tlje feet of the 
lady Marcella, in a ‘little suinmer-honse 
in tlie garden, exchanguig with her the 
long concealed tendernesses of their 
nitited heajcts. Theirs was already a 
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union of tried virtue with nobleness ; and 
neither needed, nor admitted of any dis¬ 
guise. 

Cornelia would not listen to the earnest 
supplications of him, whose wice, she 
tremblingly believed, might charm an 
angel from its orb; till Mr. Athelstone 
himself' prevailed on her, to beguile his 
yet lengthened hours of confinement to 
his couch, by her society. There, she 
heard ■him tell of all his plans for render¬ 
ing her union with an outlawed* man, less 
like w bacishment to herself. He spoke 
with reverence of the Electress of Bava¬ 
ria ; with enthusiasm of James Stuart.— 
“ but there, OtheWs occupation's goneP* 
exclaimed he j “ the character of the 
present George of BrunswicK has made 
my commission 9 . sinecure.” 

Your cqmmission, my dear Wharton,” 
rejoined the Factor,* “ is a general one.— 
From Heaven, and not from man. — And 
it consists in properly applying your vast 
endowments of mind and foi/une. 
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“ To do that, can never be a sinecure. 
Whetlier you are to remain a statesman,. 
or to commence a private career; to cul¬ 
tivate in yourself a disposition to befriend 
your feUoA\-creatures by every means in 
yoiu: power j whether by your purse, your 
influence, or your talents j is my accept- 
.ation of that difficult text in the Gospel, 
which says “ Make to yourselves friends 
of the mammoik of unrighteousness, 
that when ye fail they may receive you 
into eveilastiug habitations!” We know 
that the mammon of unfig];iteousness 
is richesi or, in other words, worldly- 
power. We make these our enemies, when 
we use them to selfish and unworthy pur¬ 
poses. But we'tyrri their dross into real 
gold ; —wt! m'ake them out friends, when, 
by their benevolent application, we lay 
them up as treasures in. Heaven j — and, 
they will receive'us there, into everlasting 
liabitatims /” 

Wharton bowed his he^d, with the in- 
(je.nuous docility that was in his heart; 

T 4 



*SS THE PASTORS FIRE-SIDE. 


and tlie benign teacher left bis pupil 
to the dearer, thougli no less serious 
converse of his neice. 

With less }>rofundity of leeling, but 
not less vi\ acity of happiness,^/VliFO walk¬ 
ed in flic side of Ferdinand in the gar¬ 
den, and artlessly expressed to hint her 
wonder, how avy body could he!p,admir-« 
ing, and even loving Duke 'W'harton, 
'who h.ad ever passed <in evening in his 
conipaixy. 

“ He is so very handsome ;”’said she, 
“ and^ so ^xTy gay ! and so very com¬ 
manding in all he does, and says, and 
looks, that, at first sight one is quite 
frightened at the power all this threatens. 
But when we know; him, he is so exhi¬ 
larating, so amiable, that-*-that I do not 
w^onder Cornelia should love as she 

»» c 

does!” • . r 

“ But you mus], n\A !’* rejoined Ferdi¬ 
nand, putting hei hand to his lips, “ else 
I shall wish th§ storm had sunk him fifty 
fathoms below this island.” 
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“ Don’t be afraid of that!” returned 
•^he, blushing wliile she laughed; “ Louis 
is fifty fathoms handsomer, and so much 
more joy-iiis|)iring, that, in*days of yore, 
I used to* ca'l him the angel Gabriel, ah 
ways coming on some blessed salutation j 
if 1 escaped falling in love with him, 1 
am sure yoer ought not to fear the 
Duke.” 

“ Theri, I am to suppose you love me, 
because I,ain<he reverse of these two wor¬ 
thies ?” returned Ferdinand, girchly•glan¬ 
cing in her face. 

“ There is so much of the coxcomb in 
the question,” answered she, sportively 
shaking her head» “ that I will gratify 
your vanity by the* ex{)ected compli¬ 
ment?” 

A fortnight’s franquij* residence*at the 
pastorage drew tl«^ \Yhole circle into that 
“ sqber cerlainty of wakitig bliss,” which 
no langungo can describe, but happy are 
they who understand it by the kiKftvledge 
of txperiente. Cornelia was, however, 
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Still Steady to her virtuous resolution; 
and the Duke arranged with the Mar¬ 
quis Santa Cruz to relieve his English 
friends of his dangerous presence a few 
days before the celebration ^f their nup¬ 
tials. He meant to sail direct from Lin- 
disfarne to the nearest foreign port; 
thence proceed to Spain, alid there enter 
on tlie probation which, he trusted, would 
end wjth the year,’ by the re-union of the 
whole party at Paris; wherb Santa Cruz 
was^hppointed ambassador, and his chil¬ 
dren h^promised to rejoin him. 

The Duke’s wounds were healed, and 
a pause stood in every happy heart at the 
near prospect of his departure. He was 
trying his last entreaties, i(ipr a shorter 
term of separation, when a strangbr wa.s 
unguardedly introduced by one of the 
under-servints,* and it- proved to be a 
messenger from the Secretary of* State. 
He was a younger brother of General 
Stanhope’s, and brought communications 
of the utmost importimce. *Wharton wgs 
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sitting in a distant recess with Cornelia, 
when he enteredj and the instant buStls in 
the room, with some words that dropped 
from Mr. Athelstone, * respecting the 
Duke,* so' alarmed her, that turning in 
agony towards him, she fainted on bis 
breast. 

The Duke was under the same impres¬ 
sion with herself^ and, relinquishing h* 
in some agitation t(J her mother, walked 
calmly .towards the group in the room,, 
while the other ladies assisted Mrs. Co- 
ningsby to bear her insensi^e daughter 
from the expected trying scene. 

But* such was not the import o£ Mr. 
Sanhope’s dispatches. Some were dictat¬ 
ed by thg Ripg himself, and others by 
his'rainisters. Part informed the Mar¬ 
quis de Montemar, thht His Majesty had 
received trom the JEmpresS of Germany, 
ap exoneration of all that had been alleg¬ 
ed agSinst him at her court. A favourite 
mistress of Count Routemberg, in her 
dying mdhients, had declared the whole 
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conspiracy of the Count and others against 
Ripperda and his son ; and the Empress 
now made the only at»)ncmcht in her 
power, to the memory of the one, and the 
honour of the other, by thus cfearingthe 
Marquis de Montemar in the eyes of his 
present Sovereign. 

Her royal kinsman noticod*also the ac¬ 
counts he* had received 1‘rom Gil)raltar, ol' 
Louis’s disinterested conduct as, a son, 

, and a Protestant, and a free howi i[escend- 
ant of hne ofjthe most ancient lamilies in 
England. These virtue-;,, the gracious 
Monarch added, should have an adequate 
reward. Extraordinary disinterestedness 
could only be repaid by somethyig of the 
same character! 

By such a disinterestedness did <this 
noble representative of the long line of 
British King*?; unitirig tlv^‘ joyUl blood of 
Scotland and of‘Englamt in the bosom 
of George of Brunswick, rivet the loyal¬ 
ty of I.(duis de Montemar to the country 
of his maternal ancestors! Certain wdi- 
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informed agents of the crown, had lodged 
private information with the Secretary of 
State, that Khilip Duke of Wharton was 
secreted at Lindisfarne. ^ut the same 
agents li»ul ^ilso reported the calamitous 
circumstances which had thrown him un¬ 
der that protection ; and the King, know- 
iiig* the. li ienclship whicluhad subsisted 
between tlio Marquis de Montegiar and 
;hc outlawed Duke; for the sake of de 
Montemur’s virtues and apj)roved loyal¬ 
ty, transftiitted to him a free {)ardon to 

• # 

his friend, — an amnesty that rg-invested 
him with his former rights, as a British 
Peer and Landholder! 

“ ’TisVell!” answered the Duke, n^th 
a kindling cheek, wheu this part of the dis¬ 
patch^ w'as read t» him; “ 1 accept the am¬ 
nesty, that 1 may now witness th.e nup¬ 
tials of my ftiend in the*face of day; and, 
that hereafter, my toffleli# need not shrink 
froifi giving her handto rfman under sen¬ 
tence of the scaffold! But,, for ray rights 
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as a British Peer, 1 derive them from the 
House of Stuart, and tvill not hold their 
possession by the sale of my honour. 
George of Brunswick may be the people’s 
King;—James Stuart is mine ' I give 
what I claim. And, while your Sove- 
reign reigns in their hearts, I shall not 
dispute his possession. Meanwhile, Saint- 
Germains is my country ; —though my 
sword may sleep in its scabbard!” 

There was no voice in that room to ex- 
postulate against principle; ana the mes¬ 
senger' himtelf, who was a soldier and a 
man of honour, venerating the same, 
though it pointed differently from his 
own, merely answered: 

“ Permit me, Duke» to explain the mis¬ 
take of those who suppose that the throne 
•of Great Britain came 4;o the House of 
Brunswick, not fay the right of blood, 
but by virtue <sf <n act’ of Parliament. 
George the First was descended from a 
daughter of James the Firsts and the 
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act of settlement neither creates nor 
confers any new right, but only confirms 
that which was inherent in the House of 
Brunswick upon the exclusion of the Pa¬ 
pist brapchn^of the royal line. To assert 
the contrary, is to subvert the ancient 
constitution ; and from an hereditary, to 
4um this into an elective monarchy.” 

The Duke smiled and bowed. 

♦ 

“ This is an intricate question; but I am' 
the last man to dispute its consequence. 
Howevet, happy is the prince whose 
throne is so well founded, that^it’r^y be 
disputed whether it rests most on hia 
birth-ri^ht, or his people’s will!” 

. With this remark he quitted the room; 
and, leaving all 6the|[ thoughts but those 
of lyve aiRi gratitude behind him, has¬ 
tened to the suite of chambers, where h« 

• * • 

hoped to find -her whcfee arms had never 
closed on him, ^11 %he thought he could 
receive no other comforter. 

Louis had left the roojn in the midst 
of»M[r. Stajihope's conversation with his 
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friend, to relieve the sufTering groupe 
above stairs, of the al:irm wltich lie 
guessed liad caused the inyensiliilitv ol 
his cousin. Wharton n; ■! him at the 
door of (.'ornelia’s chain'M r,, where she 
was resting from the awful hiitc lehangcs 
oi'her feelings, on the breasi ct' !ier mo¬ 
ther. Louis Jiressed the hlut d •• ol’’his 
friend as he passed him. 

“ You will find hcY.” said lie, “ all 
your own!” 

But in this, even her cousin, who best 
knew. thg,. iriovements of her soul, was 
mistaken. 

Cornelia suffered tlie grateful, the hap¬ 
py ^’barton, to told her to his heart, in 
the sacred emotion of a meeting, redeem¬ 
ed as from the grave; for,* when, they 
parted a few minutes before, the scaffold 
appeared to 63011,1116 scene* of their*next 
separation ; and iliel^ orld to come, where 
they could only*meet again! But Cor¬ 
nelia remained firm to her first reso¬ 
lution. 
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“ 111 Heaven’s eye,” cried she, “ I 
believe you are as pure as in mine. But 
the World ^must be convinced of the 
same. Your happiness, as well as mine, 
compels,thQ sacrifice; and, dearest Whar¬ 
ton, it shai\ be made ! Aiiotlier year, 
and instead of my going to seek ray afli- 
anced .husband in a foreign land, he 
will come to* claim me in the hall of my 
fathers!” 

Mr. Sfanhope did not pass that day 
only, with the Pastor and his interesting 
household; he remained to'AJijtne^ the 
most heart-felt ceremony that ever took 
place in the little humble church that 
succeeded the once magnificent abbey 
of Lindisfarne. 

The double*Jiiiarriages of their beloved 

Loufs and Alige were to be solemnized 

* 

there ; an^ every fisherman’s hut sen! 
forth its inmatSs to ^onour the holy 
ceremony. 

The ’stars of many orders might havf 
glared on-the noble breast of "'barton, 
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as he followed the happy groupe under 
the rustic archway j but he chose only 
the badge of the garter. It lyas bestowed 
on him by James Stuart, when three of 
the greatest kings in Europe, signed the 
league for his support; and it was the 
Buke’s pride, doubly to acknowledge 
the hand that,, bestowed it, by wearing 
it now, in the utter despair of his for¬ 
tunes. 

Louis looked so like his fbrmelr self, in 
the brightness of unclouded happiness, 
that iwery Hp moved in rapturous bles¬ 
sings as he passed; and so great was 
the acclaim of the honest fishermen, 
voftnd this their oflen venturous compa¬ 
nion, and ever darling, blaster; that no 
sense was left unoccupied, to bestow a 
glance on the waving pjumes of Ferdi¬ 
nand, though many a b«ni^on follow¬ 
ed the down-cas^ looks' of his blushing 
Alice. 

Mr. Athelstpne stood on the steps of 
the altar. He began —■ and he finished 
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the holy ceremony, which was to bind 
so many faithful hearts into one interest,- 
in this world, and in the next And when 
he consigned the married .pairs to the 
benediction of their parents, (in the light 
of one of whom stood Sir Anthony Athel- 
stone,) he raised his devout hands, and 
solemnly ^pronounced his general blessing. 

Cornelia wept in sisterly congratulation 
on Alice’s bosom; and when she relin- 
.quished her to^the enraptured Ferdifland, 
her sweete A tears dropped on the shquldef 
of the no less happy Louis. .^^IBiartdta’s 
arm supported the agftsited frame of bis 
future bridi, while he cbisped his friend’s' 
hand in lus'with a felic^ation that knew, 
no utterl^ce. Mr. At^stone looked on 
tlie kin^ra^up with ‘the feelings of a 
parent; and piously excised, 

« 01 how amiable ^ thy dwellings, 
thou Lord of Hosts! Por here, mercy and 
trutlf are met together. ’Righteousness 
and peace have kissed each other !’l 
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“ And may such, dearest sir,” said the 
Duke, turning his bright countenance tc 
wards him; “ be ever tlie Guests of tiu 
Pastor’s Fire-side!” 




